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[ A, 
4 A Clerk I wat in London gay - Page 20 
3 A dawn of hope my ſoul revive; - 230 
A Adieu to the village delights . 67 
A flaxen-headed cow boy £ - I 94. 
4 fond father's bliſs is to . his race 48 
A Strephon, what can mean the joy - 55 
All in the Deawns the feet Was moor'd - 249 
A Londre I awvas taylor nice - . I4 
A maſter I hade and I am his man — 9 
Amo, amas, I love a laſs — 293 
Among the ſauains wha trip the plains — 214 
And are you ſure the news is true — 25 
* And canſi thou leave thy Nancy 126 
4 An effort fo pleaſing what ſwain can refuſe 10 
An you mean to ſet ſail — 87 
| ? Ariſe, my roſy nymph of May - 308 
A, Chloe came into the room t'other day 154 
As down on Banna's banks 1 tray d . 29 
At if you damaſt riſe be ſaveet - 238 
A foldier I am for a lady - 92 
} As T is reclin'd by her fide he luv; beſt 245 


As tink'ring Tom through ſtreets his trade did cry 98 
Ai the claſe of the day when the hamlet is 5 26 


Al ſetting day and riſing morn 220 
3 Attend all ye nymphs and ye ſavains of the G reen 216 
A vage over feas had not enter d my head 4. 
Arwake, my love, in Smiles awake - 306 

A yah adarn'd with ew'ry art "4 127 
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B. 
Behold the ſucet flowers ard - 237 
Behold this fair goblet, *twwas carv'd from the tree 299 
Beliewe ny fighs „ my tears, ) 4 228 = 129 
Beneath a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain 27 
Plxv, bliav, thou winter's wind - 125 
Bliau high, bl;av lau, let tempeſt tear - 190 
Britons attend, I fing in merry lay - 111 
By dimpled bro 4 aud " ns brim - 130 
By the gaily circliu g glaſs — 123 
By the oziers jo and - — 193 
. 
Can lode be contrll d by advice - 236 
Ceaſe, rude Bareas, lat ring railer - 170 
Char: 118g Cl rinda, e 'ry note — 317 
Charming village maid - - 89 
Come all ye young lowers, who aban with deſpair 306 
Come chear up, my lads - - 146 
Come, come, my g0'd ſhe; herds, our flocks wwe muſt ſhear 34. 
Come haſte to the a dding — - 140 
Come, Hipe, thou queen of endleſs ſmiles - 64 
Come live with me and be my lade — 107 
Come 19w all ye ſocial Hoco r. — 145 
Cos, nab, my ſaveet love, to the grove - 4 
C me, R:falind, O come and ſee — 243 
Come YIURZe, brother Sportj? en 44 
Come, HGepl erds, we'll follew the Se — 157 
Come fing around my faw rite tree 92 
Come ye party jangling fwains — 218 
Con ſider, fair Sylvia, ere wedlock - 72 
Contented all day I could fit by your fade - 271 
Contented I am and contented I'l] be - 252 


Cupid, god of foft perſuaſion - - 234 
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D. 
Dans votre lit, that bright parterre - It 
Daughter fave: 7 of woice and air - 156 
Dans her, Js 1Ure 100 1 gung to MArry — 33 
Dear Chlie awhile thus beyond meaſure 8 
Dear Sir this Graun jug that HGW Jeans « with mild ale 177 
Declare, my Pretty maid — - 248 
Diftrets me avith thoſe tears no more - 65 
Dees ſhe languid foul complain - 33 
Encompalst n A argel's frame - 63 
Ere raund ihr buge ak that verſbadiavs you mill 199 
Ere yet Aurora chace the dewvs - "T8 

F. 
Fair is the Java? , the ermine white - 254 
Fair Failty beartrfu an 4 young — 46 
Fair He J 467 with a camliaue acjign — 224 
Feel, feel, the little flutr ri feel 0 19 
Flaw thin rea purple jt rec = 88 
For rndornes ſrim'd in Hife's ravly day - 7 
For th my fair a wreath has ausde - 67 
For wvarizis purrprfe ſerves the fan . 201 
Forth from my derk and diſmal cell — 164 
Four and iatienty fidlers all an a rab - 81 
Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrije 5 131 
Free fr am the buſtle, care and ſtrife — 302 
Freſh aud f rug ihe breeze 1s bliwing * 196 
Frelic and free for pleaſure born - 268 
From flow r 10 fow'r the butterfly - 167 
From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free 176 
From ploughirg the ocean and throſbing Mor r/renr 36 

A 2 Gentle 


1 . 


G, 
Gentle god whoſe ſacred power - » 


Give 1jaac the nymph whom no beauty can boa 
Give me but a avife 7 expect Hol to fir 2 — 
Give me roſy exine that foe to defpair - 
Give round the avord diſmount w 


Go roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace Fe 
» My 4 


II. 


Had I a heart for fa awed nan 4 * 
Hail to the living li, 4; 2 — 
Happy Furl eſs rural pair — . 
Happy hours all hours excelling - g 
Hay the man aue wiſh and care — 
Hark forwat 4! away, my brave brys to the chace 
Hark! the horn calls aWay - - 
Hark! the lark at heav'n's gate fings - 
Hark! "tis 1 your eaun true lover A 
Hajte, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair - 
Haſte, my Nanette, my lovely maid - 
Here's an v1d Jong made by an ancient pate 
Here's to the maiden of baſhful FR - 
He's as tight a lad to ſee to - 
Her mauth which a ſmile — 

Her ſheep had in cluſters crept cleſe to a grove 
Hape, thou nurſe of young deſere 

tt; bliſt the maid whoſe boſom - 

Heco bleſt our condition, how jocund our days 


How bleſi has ny time been, au hat days have I Anf 
How blithe abas I each morn to ſee - 

Ileao bright are the joys of the table - 

Flow brimful of nothing s the l life of a Gear 

How can I forget the find FL - 

How genile wwas my Danmin's air . 
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03.0 3 
Haw happy a flate does a miller poſſeſs - cr 
Hsu happy a ſtate do's a virgin poſſe)s - 129 
How happy the faldier who lives on his pay — 4 
Ilezu happy the xvoman, whoſe charms 2 
Hixv happy vere my days til now - 227 
Hix hard our hapleſs lot appears - 93 
How little do the land men know - 181 
How long muſt hapleſs Colin mourn . 65 
Hau much ſuperior beauty awes — 222 
Hlaau oft, Louiſa, haſt thou faid - 190 
Hau fleep the brave who fink to reſt - 292 
How faveet in the wardland with fieet hound and born 28 
. 

T canna laike ye, gentle 192 — — 203 
Te penſe a vous — 21x 
V live to grow old - — 184. 
Wo love's a faveet paſſion how can it torment I 24. 
oer the cruel tyrant Love 283 

f that man is happy whoſe life is mnſt Fog | 132 
1f th;je who live in ſpepherd's bow'r — 43 
If iu my wand" ring heart would find — 267 
/ frat 4 it all behind the trees - 203 
I learu'd a pretty ſang in France - W. 
Fll jing you a ſong, faith I'm ſinging it now IF 
F'm told by the wiſe one's a maid 1 hall die 3 
In airy dreams ſaft fancy flies - 61 
In all the ſex ſome charms I find 229 
In April when primraſes deck'd the ſctueel plain 104. 
In a wale clos d with woodlands - 56 
In infancy our hopes and fears - 18 5 
In London my life is a riug of delight - 16 
In love ſhould there meet a fend pair = 175 
In May fifteen hundred and eighty andyeioht 60 
In my fete fant native plains - 18 5 
In ſummer cohen the leaves are green . 75 
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Ii, forms when claui r abſc. re the 25 

I thir /hady bleſt retreat 

ſn wain fand veuth yan would eat 
In vain au ming hers - 
Jockey nwas a bra' young lad — 
V ſcelb not at once in a female to find 

/ freh aud lament Me mn wan - 
I travers d Frudat's barren fund 
I've kiſs'd and 1. we Jraviled - 


K. 
Ken ye not my blith:ſome bairns - 
L. 


Let amb; 1 Fre ihy mind - 

Let fc Ps prete nd in flames io me 4 

Let gay ones and great ; 

Tit; me warder not unſecn 5 
Let 2 rag re thy br zam firing 2 
Let the Fre ch bed and fu; 6 
Let the tempel? of avar 0 

Let wvirtne ſoothe the hiaty ſage hy 
Like my tar fecain ns youth. pau d [ee 
Laa, dear ina An, 17 guite the thing 
Lord what care I for mam or dad 


Love never mare fhall give me pain 


Love Sands the alarm . 
Love than ſource of ev'ry jay - 
Lowe's à gentle, gen rolls lle un - 


Lov ey St replban, 28 74 CYeatitre 


M. 


Ma chere Amie, my charming fair 


Ma: rearitta firſt PIffefs'd . 


Maria 


202 


6 
8 
2 


h 


4 


202 


CONTENT S. 


Marian ſcorus each ſordid pleaſure - 
Mifs Danae when fair and young - 

My banks are all furniſh d wich bees - 

At, f, bliſs tos long my bride denies - 

575 daddy 02 con, very g99d — a 
My form: lte he briſk aud gay - 
61y Fi 99 2 4 J”; — SER . avill 1s Foes” - 


My {ove for Maria wvhen fit I made knixwn 


Ty name's hongſt Harry, 27 - 


M y Nancy leaves the rural train - 

Mz rouving Heart has oft Gbit Abou - 
Tele 4 mand: G4 the aid of my p den — 
My temples wwith cluſters of grapes 1 ll ertaviue 


N, 
Near a thick grove avhoſe 2 enbeau ring ſhade 


No more 1 {l Sur. _ twn-bred farts - 
No more fall neads be deck u with jloas' 15 

No more the feſti ve train I Il join - 
No more from fair 40 fair I Ul rave - 
Ne paſtime or ſport can with hmiting compare 
Nor in veds s of Fai, 19 5 Tu 

Nx N. Y 4 bade 7 Jp haijt the flag 
Wan Phoebus feudiih inthe I «/t — 


Nis he e 2 LES — — 


New TW the i. * ſtorm 15 ger — 


O. 


O Betſy «vilt thou ger <vith me — 

O Bothwell Banks, thin Olaomeſi fair . 

O'er moorlands and in. aaa; - 

Oft am 41 by the wen told - 

Of ps aud diwns we daily joe - 

O gt De Me your lain dealing fel! adus — 

O HAL Fubal H re < — 
A 4 
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Oh, come thou roſy god of wine - 310 
Oh, how /hall I in language weak - 242 
O 1 nnocence, celeſtial maid - 8 
O Love, thou bitter fore to refl - 291 
Once the Gods of the Greeks 8 162 
One ſummer eve as Nancy fair 290 
On pleaſure's ſmooth wings how old Time 159 
On thy banks, gentle Stour 33 
Ooons, neighbour, neer bluſh for a trifle like this 241 


O /ay, fimple maid, have you form'd any nation 22 


O fir, be conſenting, be kind and relenting 23 
O the days when 1 was young - 182 
O what a charming thing's a battle * 91 
O wouldſt thou know what ſacred charms 279 

P, 
Parting to death awe well compare 5 301 
Poor Orra tink of Lando dear - 62 
Pour, pour me out the parting glaſs 153 
Pu about the briſk bowl, *twwill enliven the * 233 
R. 
Rail no more, ye learned afſes . 106 
Rejoice, Britannia s ſons, rejoice - 84 
Reſolv'd, as her poet, of Cilia to fing - 281 
Reftrain'd from the fight of my dear - 213 
8. 
Say, little fooliſh fluttering thing | 264 
Say, why ſhould my brow wear the ſcrowl! of deſpair 85 
See from the < lent grove Alexis flies - 217 
See the congqu ring hero comes — 5 300 


See 


"COUTDENT 6 


Je the courſe throng d with gazers 
Sea, ye ſwwains, you ſtreaks of red 


Send him to me, let him woo me 


Shepherds now your ſongs prepare 


4 Shepherds I have loft my love 


Shall I waſting with deſpair 


Should the rude hand of care 
Sich of the town fair Delia flew 


Since you mean to hire for ſervice 


# Sin not, O king / againſt the youth 

* Soft pleaſing pains unknown before 

Soft Zephyr, on thy balmy wing 

Stand to your guns my hearts of oak 

Still the lark finds repoſe - 
Siure Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
 Saweet are the charms. of her I love 
' Sqwecteft pleaſures never ceaſing 


Sweet mercy is the lovelieſt fluw'r 


Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my dear 


Ssabect roſy ſleep, Q do not fly 
© Sqweet, feet Robinette, all the ſhepherds 
© Sylvia wwilt thay waſte thy prime 


＋. 


5 Tell me, lovely ſhepherd, where 
The blitheſt bird that ſings in May 
Tie Britiſh lion is my fign 


The Britiſb ſailor ploughs the ſeas 


= The card invites in crowds we fly 
+: The dauntleſi ſailor leaves his home 
The daiſy'd mead once Laura ftray'd 
Phe duſty night rides down the ſky 

* The echoing . calls the ſportſmen abroad 
The faithleſs I heſeus ſcarce had got on beard 
The Mive board was met, the ſecial band 


declare 


* r. 


The gent e ſwnn with graceful pride « 
The glitt'ring ſun begins to riſe - 
The heavy hours are almof? paf? - 

T he honeft heart auho/ſe thoughts are free 

The laſs of Patie's mill - - 

T he man who in his brra contains - 
T he meadows took chearful, the birds frvectly fing 
T he moment Aurora peep'd int, my room = 

The moon had climb d the higheſt hill - 

The morning frefh, the jun in Eaſt — 
Then farewell my trim built auberry a 

T he new. flown birds the ſhepherd ſings - 
Then here's t9 thee, Tom - - 

J he nymph whom I lv d wwas as chearful as day 
T he roſe had been woſh'd, jift waſh'd in a ſorw'r 
There was an od man - - 

The ſhepherd” flain life - - 

The {ſilver moon's enamour'd beam - 

The miling dawn of happy day - 

The ſmiling morn, the {Se ſpring - 
The ſoldier tir d of war's alarms - 

The /þ rightly horn - - 

The flag through the fare when rouz'd by the horn 
T he tobjails ſhiver in the wind - 

The virgin lily of the night - 3 
T he band ring ſailor ploughs the main - 

T he wanton god who pierces hearts - 
The wealthy feel with gold in ſtore - 
The while among gur rural thring - 

T he women all tell me Tm falje to my laſs 

The wordlark whiſtles through the grove 

Tore world, my dear Myra, is full of aeceit 
They that would contentment find - 

T his bleak and frofty morning - 

T his cold flinty heart it is y:u who have warm'd 
T his hat purſuit - - 
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| C20 100-76 3:3 Ri 
| Thoush Bacchus may boaſt of his care-Hilli YE bixwl 172 


Jong Chloe's out of faſhim 266 
7 Hough my features I'm told - 217 
4 T hou prude nce may preſs me - 175 
T ou oh 72 w'rs unequal [ em ple cy - 19 
Though the fate of battle - - 284 
7 hou J A. WING Aon - - 121 
T hou Ife ir vader F the ſcul 257 
Tphurſday in the mcrn the nineteenth of Mey 167 
* Till lovely Delia firſt I knew | 211 
* Time has not thinn'd my Hlewing hair — 166 
* Time like the winged courjer flies 310 
7 Anacreom in Heaw'n as he ſat in full glee 142 
To curb the will cuith vain pretence - 129 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 151 
To ea/e his heart and own his flame - 280 
Tog ether let us range the fields - 55 
7 heal the ſmart a bee had made - 110 
To hug yourſelf in perfect eaſe - - 169 
To hear a ſweet goldfinch's ſonnet - 90 
T9 keep my gentle 74 - - 176 
Tom loves Mary 44 well - - 225 
Too happy when Edward awas kind - 197 
Jo rea/on, ye fair ones, afſont your pretence 254 
To thee, O gentle ſleep, alone - 202 


To the wwind':, io the wares, to the words I complain 2 


To the chace, to the chace on the brow of the hill 197 


t To WI, dom's cold delig l 'ts a foe ta love — 288 
Ta at the gate of Cala Hozarth tells 114 
 *Tavas at the cool and fragrant hour - 307 
Naas early on a holiday - - 276 
*Tavas near a thicket's calm retreat - 318 
*Tavas when the ſeas Were Yearing - 53 
*T=avas within a mile of Edinvorongy town 147 
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1 Vain is Beauty's gaudy fow'r - 301 N 
Nh Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour - — 270 „ 
i Virgins are like the fair flew'r in its luſtre 245 J., 
1. Views of love ſhould ever bind - 261 | W 
1 1 
Nh Wo | } 4 
{| Was Nanny but a rural maid - 250 4 * 
| Was I a ſhepherd's maid ta keep — 252 77. 
Water parted from the ſca - — 52 W 
Welcome ev'ry nymph and ſwwain - 205 * 
Well met pretty nymph - " 139 77 
Well, well, ſay no more - - 238 77 
What means that tender figh, my dear >: [7 
What med cine can ſeften the boſom's keen ſmars 270 7 
[ What ſhepherd er nymph ef the grove - 185 72 
| What's jwveeter than the new blown reſe 146 77 
F When all the attic fire was fled - 50 I 
| When Bacchus, jolly god, invites - 221 7 
LH When Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat 282 I 
| | 1 When bidden to the wake or fair * 58 * 
'} When blujhes dy'd the cheek of morn — 275 7 
will ¶ ber Britain firft at Heat'n's command 178 7 
1 When daifies py'd and violets blue - 143 7 
3 ben firſt b 3 Damon Flaveila was ſeen 241 F” 
Wn When fir/t 7 gan, Sir, to ogle the ladies 13 FF” 
a When firſt I ſaw thee graceful move - 258 = 
1 When firft this humòôle vale I knexw - 68 * 1 
When focd from dear Hebe to go - 130 * B 
hen gen'rous Wine expands the ſoul - 320 1 7 
When Harold was invaded - 19 MF 3 
When here Lucinda firft wwe came © 150 F 7 
When 1 beheld you all divine , - 253 | 


A. 
2 
| 
| 
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pen I drain the ro/y bowl | 1 15 71 
When I ⁊uas a young ore — — 231 

N hen I was young - - 125 
l hen late I wwander'd oer the plain - 283 
When little an our village green - 194. 
When lovely Auna firſt I wview'd - 309 
When mighty roaſt-beef wwas the Engliſhman's taſle 268 
When once lives ſubtil poiſon gains - 220 
When Phebus the tops of the hills does adorn 104 
When ruddy Aurora awakens the day - 89 

M hen rural lads and laſſes gay _—_ 313 
N ben ſummer comes the ſewains on Tweed 160 
hen the chace of the day is done - 318 
When the nymphs were contending for beauty and fame 248 
When the roſe is in bud - - 100 

Il gen the trees are all bare - - 101 
When the roſy morn appearing - 57 
When the ſheep are in the fauld - 163 

M hen the young Chlie's riſing charms - -28 
When trees did bud and fields were green 108 
14 hen up to London firſt came 0 3 16 
When wars alarms entic'd my Willy from me 180 
When weary Sol gang d down the weſt - 208 
When l erter fair Charlotte beheld - 133 
When William at eve meets me down at the file 58 
Wherever I'm going and all the day long 141 

N here the jaſſamine ſeweetens the bew'r — 149 
* While happy in my native land — 29 
* While others barter eaſe f ftate — 275 
MI pile the lads of the village fo merrily, ah I75 
While the tedious hours beguiling - 311 
Whilft merit and reaſon gi ve ſanction to love 256 
W hilft on thy dear boſom lying _ - 29 
Wha can ſuſpect ſaueet Marian's faith - 198 

n] ho know the ſabeets of liberty - 45 
* Whee'er with curious eye has rang'd — 31 
f S - N l 


xiv r TT -$. 


Whyll buy a heart, Myrtilla cries . 
Why heawves my fond boſom, ah! ai hat can it mean 
Why will Florella when I gaze 1 

Why will you my paſſion re prove - 
Winds gently tell my love a = 
With h:rns and with honnds 1 

With Phillis I'll trip &er the meads & 


With the man that I love avas I weflin'd to davell 
With truth en her lips ſhe my infancy form'd 
With women and wine I defy ev'ry care 4 
Would you taſte the noon tide air 5 
Would you with her you love be bist - 


v. 


Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things 
Ye fair married dames who jo often deplire 
Ye fair þffejs'd of ev'ry charm 1 

Ye gay Jens of Bacchus " - 
Ye pods that round fair Celia avait - 
Ye happy pairs ſincere and hind — 

Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perflex 
Ye nymphs awhoſe Jofrer ſcuis approve — 
Ye parents who breathe the cool ew ning of life 
Yes, Delia, tis at length too plain — 
Tes, ['m in love, I feel it now 5 

Ye ſhepherds give ear de my lay - 

Ye ſhepherds ſo careleſs and gay . 

Fe ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſawomen tao 
Yet awhile, faveet fleep deceive me - 
Ye true honeft Britons b 1 
Ye warblers while Strephon I mourn . 
You aſ me, dear Jacł - - 
You know I'm your prieſt — - 
Yeung I am and yet unſtill'd - 
Young Fockey he courted Feoees Mogey - 


4 


4 
* 
5 
* 
1 
* 
* 
* 
Y 
"= 
* 
2 
* 


CONTENTS, 


” Young Lubin aum a ſhepherd boy - 
- Young Roger the ploughman who wanted a mate 
| Young Sand is a dowdy lad - 
. oung Strephon long donated on Phebe the fair 
Young William is conſtant as light - 
Young William was a wealthy jwain - 


You [ay at your feet that I wept in deſpair 


Tuo tell me Fm handſome I know nat how true 


THE 


* 
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Song in Sherwond Foreſt, by Mi. Wilſon, 


Y name's honeſt Harry O; 
Mary I will marry O; 

In ſpite of Nell, 
| Or Iſabel, 
T'!! follow my own vagary O. 
With my rigdum, jigdum, airy O, 
I love my little Mary O; 
* In ſpite of Nell, 

Or Iſabel, 
III follow my own vagary O. 


Straight ſhe is and bonny O, 

Su cet as ſugar- candy O, 

Preſh and gay, 

1 As flow'rs in May, 

And I'm her 28 O; 
c 


Wich my rigdum, jigdum, &c. 
3c oon to church I'll bring her O, 
Where we'll wed together O; 

4% And that done, 

: 'Then we'll have fun, 

In ſpite of wind or weather O; 

3 Wi my rigdum, un, &c. 


Seng 


1 THE BULL-FINCIH. 


Song in Ihe Follies of a Day. 
O the winds, to the waves, to the woods I 
complain, 
Ah, well-a-day! my poor heart; 
They hear not my ſighs, and they heed not my pain, 
Ah, well-a-day! my poor heart; 


To the ſun's morning ſplendor the poor Indian bows, 
Ah, well-a-day! my poor heart; 

But I dare not res where I pay my vows, 
Ah, well-a-day! my poor heart. 


Song in Two to One, 


F OW happy the woman, whoſe charms 
Gain {weethearts ſtuck all of a row! 
That if one ſhould deſert from her arms, 
She {till has two ſtrings to her how. 


Should Thomas prove falſe, could he rob 
My heart of its quiet? O no! 

For if Thomas is gone, there is Bob; 
I ſtill have two ſtrings to my bow, 


Then *tis not ſo common a thing 
Can vex me, I'd have you to know! 
Since I have two beaux to my ſtring, 
As well as two ſtrings to my bow. 


Song in Robin Hood, 
if 66 E ſtag through the foreſt, when rous'd by the 


horn, 


. Sore frighted, unding g. flies wretched, forlorn, 
Quick panting, t burſting, the hounds now in 


VIEW, 


Speed doubles! ſpeed doubles! they eager purſue, 
But 
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But eſcaping the hunters again through the groves, 
Forgetting paſt evils, with freedom he roves; 

Not ſo in his ſoul who from tyrant love flies; 

The ſhaft overtakes him, deſpairing he dies, 


1 


— 


Tarr FRIEND AND Loves, 


Sung by Miſs Newman, at Vauxhall, 


| fe told by the wiſe ones a maid I ſhall die; 
They ſay I'm too nice, but the charge I deny; | 
J know but too well how time flies along, | 
That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young, 
But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 

Whole ages of ſorrow for moments of joy, 

I never will wed till a youth I can find, 

Where the friend and the lover arc equally join'd, 


No pedant, though learn'd, or fooliſhly gay, 

Or laughing becauſe he has nothing to ſay, 

To every fair one obliging and free, 

But never be fond of any but me; 

In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul may confide, 
3 Whoſe kindneſs may ſoothe me, whoſe counſels can 
'Y guide; 
Such a youth I would marry, if ſuch I could find, 
Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd. 


From ſuch a dear lover as here I deſeribe, 

No danger ſhould fright me, nor millions ſhould bribe ; 
But 'till this aſtoniſhing creature I know, 

J am fingle and happy, and ftill will be ſo. 

You may laugh, and fuppoſe I am nicer than wiſe, 
But I'll ſhun the vain fop, the dull coxcomb deſpiſe, 
Nor e'er will I wed *till a youth I can find, | 
Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd.. 
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Song by Mr, Edwin, in Inkle and Tarico. | 


A LW o'er ſeas had not enter'd my head, 
Had I known but on which fide to butter my 
bread, | 
Heigho! ſure I—for hunger muſt die; 
I've ſail'd like a booby; come here in a ſquall, 
Where, alas! there's no bread to be butter'd at all! 
Oho! I'm a terrible booby! 
Oh, what a fad booby am 1! 


In London what gay chop-houſe ſigns in the ſtreet? 

But the only ſign here is of nothing to eat. 

Heigho! that I— for hunger ſhould die! 

My mutton's all loſt, I'm a poor ſtarving elf, 

And for all the world like a loſt mutton myſelf! 
Oho! I ſhall die a loſt mutton! 


Oh, what a loſt mutton am I! 


| For a neat ſlice of beef, I could roar like a bull, 
| And my ſtomach's fo empty, my heart is quite full, 
Heigho! that I—for hunger ſhould die! 
But, grave without meat, I muſt here meet my grave, 
For my bacon I fancy I never ſhall ſave; | 
Oho! I ſhall ne'er ſave my bacon! 
I can't ſave my bacon, not I! 


Seng by Mr. Arrowſmith and Mis. Fox, in the Bur- 
* of Hero and Leander, at the Royalty Theatre. 


6 now my ſweet love, to the grove: 
The Graces are waiting for you; 
Through roſes and woodbines we'll rove; 
And kiſs, as all true- lovers do. 
O take both my hand and my heart, 
My lover I know he 1s true; 
Till death ſhall direct us to part; 
We'll kiſs, as all true-lovers do, 
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Adieu then to doubt and deſpair; 


Fair virtue, our loves will purſue: 
Well not know a moment of care; 
But kiſs, as all true-lovers do. 


2 TI WES — 


Song in T he Strangers at Home, | 
. Roger the ploughman, who wanted 2 


mate. 
Went along with his daddy a courting to Kate; 
With noſegay ſo large, in his holiday clothes, 
(His hands in his pockets) away Roger goes. 
Now he was as baſhful as baſhful could be, 
And Kitty, poor girl, was as baſhful as he: 
So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fall; 


Then he grinn'd, ſcratch'd his head, and ſaid nothing 


at all. 


If aukward the ſwain, no leſs aukward the maid ; 

She imper'd and bluſh'd, with her apron- ſtring play d, 

Till the old folks impatient to have the thing done, 

Agreed that young Roger and Kate ſhould be one, 

In ſilence the young ones both noddcd aſſent; 

Their hands being join'd, to be married they went, 

Where they anſwer'd the parſon with voices {9 ſmall, 

You'd have ſworn that they both had ſaid nothing at 
all, 


But mark what a change—in the courſe of a week, 
Kate 7 left off bluſhing—Roger boldly could 
peak; 
Could joke with his deary, laugh loud at the jeſt; 
She could coax too and fondle as well as the beſt; 
And aſham'd of paſt folly they've often declar'd, 
To encourage young folks who at courtſhip are ſcar'd, 
If at firit to your aid ſome afſurance you'll call, 
When once you are us'd to't tis nothing at all. 
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| 
| 
| 
| * * . 
4 A chere Amie, my charming fair, 
Whoſe ſmiles can baniſh every care, 
| 
: 


In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, 
Whoſe only care is love of thee. 
Ma chere Amie, Tc, 
Under ſweet friendſhip's ſacred name, 
My boſom caught the tender flame; 
May friendſhip in thy boſom be, 
Conrerted into love for me. 
Ma chere Amie, Oc. 
Together rear'd, together grown 
Oh! let us now unite in one; 
Let pity ſoften thy decree, 
I droop, dear maid, I die for thee. | 
2 Ma chere Amie, Oc. 


ä * 


CREED — 


Younc Lupin. Sung in The Carnival Venice. 
OUNG Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid; 
They met, they lov'd, each other's joy, 
Together o'er the hills they ſtray'd. 


Their parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their love, 
Nor would their happineſs delay; 

To- morrow's dawn their bliſs ſnould prove, 
To-morrow be their wedding day. 


When as at eve, beſide the brook, 

Where ſtray'd their flocks, they ſat and ſmil'd, 
One luckleſs lamb the current took. 

"Twas Roſalie's—ſhe ſtarted wild. 


Run, Lubin, run, my fav'rite ſave; 
Too fatally the youth obey' d: 

He ran, he plung'd into the wave, 
To give the little wand'rer aid. 
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But ſcarce he guides him to the ſhore, 
When faint and ſunk, poor Lubin dies; 
Ah, Roſalic! for ever more, 
In his cold grave thy lover lies. 


On that lone bank — Oh! ftill be ſeen, 
* Paaithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid; 
And with ſad wreaths of cypreſs green, 

For ever ſoothe thy Lubin's ſhade. 
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* 7 Song by Mr. Edwin, in The Chaleric Fathers, 
| O; ups and downs N daily ſee 
Examples, moſt ſurpriſing; 
The high ad low, of ack — 2 
Now falling and now riſing : 
. Some up, ſome down; ſome in, ſome out; 
_ Some neither one nor t'other: 
Knaves, Fools, Jews, Gentiles, join the rout, 
And joſtle one another; 
With my heigho! 
Gee up! gee ho! . 
Higgledy, piggledy! 
Truth, honour, honeſty! 
1 | Trim tram! 
; Your honeſty's ſcarce, 
3 Honour's grown a mere farce, 
And poor truth! baw; an obſolete whim-whem! 


By ups and downs, ſome folks, they ſay, 
5 Among grandees have got, ſir; 
Who were themſelves, but yeſterday, 
'* The Lord knows who, or what, fir! 
= Sans ſenſe, or pence, in merit's chair 
* "They doſe and dream ſupine-o! 
But how the Devil they came there— 
Neither you nor I know, 

With my heigha! Oc, 

B 4 You: 
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Your country maid comes up to town, 81 
A ſimple, aukward body; K 
In half a year again goes down, "i 
No peacock half ſo gaudy ! | "8: 
Lord ma'am! exclaims the lawyer's wiſe, 8 
With ſcandal ever ready, I 
You ſce the ups and downs of life „ 
Have made our Meg a lady. 8 
With my beigto! Fc. N 
Virtue and Vanity are grown II 
Meer buckets in a well, ſir; 14 
The laſt gets up, the firſt gets down, | 
As all the world can tell, fir; 18 
So many downs poor Virtue meets, 8. 
Her ups ſo very few, ſir, | 
Tis ſaid ſhe's naked met i“ th' ſtreets.— If 
But that is nothing new, fir. of 
With my heigha! Oc. 
Oh! what an age of ups and downs, B 
Hey! ſeven's the main, my Lord thrice knocks, 1 
Lands, liberties, manors and towns, | 
Axe rattling in the dice box! | NN 
Up ly the fools! on ruin bent, = Y 
While they're full in feather; by 
Get pluck'd, then rumbling down are ſent, 5 
Whoop! pell-mel! all together. | 2 
With my heigho! Sc. 4 
5 
| --: 
Song by Mr. Edwin, in Sherwood Foreſt, ® O 
, firſt poſſeſt, 2 
I remember well, my breaſt, IN 
With my row, dow, dow, dero; 9 
With my reſtleſs heart next play d B. 
Martha, wanton, ſloe-ey' d maid, P 


With her tan tarara ro. WF St 
She 


c. 


2 


Je. 


She 
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She to Catharine gave place; 
Kate to Betſey's am'rous face; 
With my row, dow, &e. 
Mary then, and gentle Anne, 
Both to reign at once began, 

With their tan, &c. 

Jenny next—a tyrant ſhe; 
But Rebecca ſet me free; 

With my row, dow, &c. 
In a week from her 1 fled, 
And took Judith in her ſtead, 

With her tan, &c, 


She poſſeſs d a wond'rous grace, 
But ſhe wanted Suſan's face, 
With my row, dow, &c, 
Ifabella's rolling eye 
Eclips'd Suſan's preſently, 
With her tan, &c. 


Brown-ſkinn'd Beſs I next obey'd, 


Then lov'd Nanny, red-hair'd maid, 
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With my row, dow, &c. 
None could bind me, I am free, 
Yet love all the fair I ſee, 

With my tan, &c, 


Song in The Spaniſh Rivals, 
8. the lark finds repoſe 


In the full waving corn, 
Or the bee on the roſe, 
Though ſurrounded with thorn: 


Never robb'd of their eaſe, 


They are thoughtleſs and free; 


But no more gentle peace 


Shall e'er harbour with me. 
Still the lark finds repoſe, &c, 
B 5 
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Still in ſearch of delight, 
Ev'ry pleaſure they prove, 

Ne'er tormented by pride, 
Or the ſlights of fond love, 

Still the lark finds repoſe, &c. 


© — - 


Song by Mrs. Bannifter, in The Poor Soldier. 


HE meadows look chearful, the birds ſweetly 
ſing, 

So gaily Fs. carol the praiſes of Spring: 
Though nature rejoices,. poor Norah ſhall mourn, 
Until her Patrick again ſhall return, 
Ye laſſes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms, 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms: 
Though ſattins and ribbons, and laces are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mine. 


Alk, ſung by Mr. W. Palmer, in the Entertainment of 
The Birth-Day, at the Royalty T heatre, 
N effort ſo pleaſing what ſwain can refuſe, 
To {ing on a theme ever dear to the mule, 
A theme to which Pheebus alone ſhould aſpire, 
To carol thoſe virtues we can but admire, 
Of Palzmon, whoſe bounty's diffus'd o'er the 
plains, 
Who's the pride and the boaſt and the joy of the 
ſwains. 
Of Palemon, Oc. 
The ſhepherd excuſe, who altho' to ſuch heights 
His muſe cannot ſoar, in the theme ſtill delights ; 
While Love and Ambition has urg'd him to raiſe 
His voice, though ſo artleſs, to ſing in the praiſe 
Of Palzmon, whoſe bounty's diffus d o'er the 
plains, 
Who's the pride and the boaſt and the joy of the 
ſwains, 
Of Palzmon, &c. 
'Tho' 
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Tho? goodneſs unbounded would hallow the verſe, 
So countleſs its actions, no lay can rehearſe; 
All hearts they muſt live in where gratitude ſways, 
And infancy learn e'en to liſp in the praiſe 

Of Palzmon, whoſe bounty's di 


plains, 


Whoſe the pride and the boaſt and the joy of the 


ſwains. 


iffus'd o'er tho 


Of Palæmon, Ic. 


Dans Votre Lir. Sung by Mr. Johnſtone. 


ANS votre lit, that bright parterre - 
Should Flora bloom a lily tair, 
A ſmiling jonquil I ſhould be, 
To blow (ſweet flower) beſide of thee. 


Dans votre Lit, Oc. 


Or nodding in the thorny buſh, 

You droop to hide the roſes bluſh ;. 
The leafy umbrage make of me, 
And in this breaſt you'll ſhelter'd be, 


Dans votre Lit, c. 


When every flower that paints the ground, 
"Throws ſmiles and odours all around; 
Sweet flower, III prove thy faithful bee, 
And honey ſip from none but thee, 


Dans votre Lit, c. 


Song by Mr. Edwin, in Love in a Camp. 


= ſing you a ſong; faith, I'm finging it here now, . 


I don't mean t'affront either ſmall or big, bow, 


Wow, 
The ſubject I've choſen, it is the canine race, 


To prove, like us two-legg'd dogs, they're a very ſine 


ace, 


Bow, wow, wow, Tal, lal, la. 
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Like you and I, other dogs may be counted ſad dogs; 

As we won't drink water, ſome might think us mad 
dogs: 

A courtier's a ſpaniel, a citizen a dull dog, 

A ſoldier is a maſtiff, a ſailor a bull-dog. 


Beau, wow, wow, Fal, lal, la. 


An old maid comes from church, to the poor no lady 
kinder; 
A luſty dog her footman, with prayer-book behind her: 
A poor boy aſks a farthing, and gets plenty of good 
kicking, 
But little S ck, her lap dog, muſt have a roaſted 
chicken, | 
Bow, wow, wow, Fal, lal, la. 


When ſilly dogs for property, uncle, ſon, and brother, 
Grin and ſnort mighty gruff, and worry one another : 
Should they a bit of equity from juſtice beg the loan of, 
That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries quick 
the bone off. | 
Bow, wow, aww, Fal, lal, la. 


A poet's a lank greyhound, for the public he runs 


game down, 
A critic is a cur that ſtrives to run his fame down; 
And though he cannot follow where the noble ſport 
invites him, 
He ſlyly ſteals behind, and by the heel he bites him, 
Beau, wav, www, Fal, lal, la. 
You've a pack of friends, while to feed 'em you are 
able, 
Your. dog for his morſel cronches under your table, 
Your friends turn tail in misfortune or diſaſter, 
But your poor faithful dog will ne'er forſake his 
matter, 
Beau, wwonv, wow, Fal, lal, la. 
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» As your friends turn tail the moment that you need 'em, 
FR My dog ran away when no longer I could feed him. 
This cur, ſo ungrateful, forſook me on my journey, 
And for a mouldy cruſt went back to the attorney. 
Boao, ab, wow, Lal, tal, la. 


2 
iy 4 Song by Mrs, Jordan, in The Strangers at Home, 
r: WIN firſt I began, fir, to ogle the ladies, 
>d And ſoft nothings to fay, as a pretty fellow's 
trade 1s : 
d Whilſt with rapturous praiſes I dwelt on each feature, 
If I ftole a fly kiſs—'twas fye, you wicked creature 

1, | But ſoon in tones lower and ſofter and ſweeter, 

Half-pleas'd they would whiſper—ftye, you wicked 
f 0 creature. 
c Indeed my attractions no. gallantry needed, 
1. Each evening new conquelts to conqueſts ſucceeded; 

Perplex'd how ſo many fond claims I ſhould parry, 
0 To ſettle them all I refolv'd, faith, to marry; 
| And preſs'd lovely Laura, in language ſtill ſweeter, 
= Till bluſhing ſhe whiſper d I'm your's, you wicked 
creature. 
t : 
Sang by Mrs, Kennedy, in Fontainebleau. 
HE Britiſh lion is my fign, 

» A roaring trade I drive on; 
> Right Englith uſage, --neat French wine, 


A landlady may thrive on. 
At table d'hotte, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle, 
And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle; 
Your rhino rattle, come 
Men and cattle, come 
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All to Mrs. Caſey; 
Of trouble and money, 
My jewel, my honey, 
I warrant I'll make you eaſy. 
When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 
Let ſquire, or beau, or belle come, 
Let captains kiſs me if they dare, 
It's, fir, you're kindly welcome! 
On Shuffle, Cog, and Slip, I wink, 
Let Rooks and Pigeons mingle, 
And if to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle, 


Your rhino rattle, come, Cc. 


Let love fly here on ſilken wings, 
His tricks I {till connive at; 

The lover who would ſay ſoft things, 
Shall have a room in private. 

On pleaſures I am pleas'd to wink, 
So-lips in kiſſes mingle, 

For while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glaſſes jingle. 


Your rhina rattle, come, Sc. 


Seng in Fontainebleau, by Mr, Quick. 
Londre, I was taylor nice, 
And work for Lor ſo gay, 
He never beat me down my price, 
But den he never pay; 
From Lor I could no money get, 
My draper would not ſtay ; 
So, like my Lor, IL. run in debt, 
And. den I run away. 
Vid trick on card, I pleaſe my Lor, 
He vonder how I do't; 
And, ladies, all my ſkill adore, 
Ven cock in glaſs I ſhoot, 
| De 
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De Britiſh guinea I command, 
My pocket to recruit, 

I ſhirt it off by ſlight of hand, 
Shift off by ſlight of foot, 


— 


Sung at the Rayaliy Theatre, in the Burletta of Here 
and Leander, by Mrs. Fox, 


RE yet Aurora chace the devs, 
The lark his mittan ſong renews, 
And ſeems to chide the ſwains delay, 
To loſe ſo ſweet a part of day. 


See from the ground his mate ariſe, 
And ſeems to mock our wandering eyes; 
Still as ſhe ſoars her notes decay, 

Jill the faint warblings die away. 


Song in the Poor Soldier. 
OW happy the ſoldier, who lives on his pay, 
And ſpends half-a-crown out of ſixpence a day! 
Yet fears neither juſtice's warrant, or bum, 
But pays all his debts with the rowT of his drum. 
| With a row-de-diwv, Sc. 
He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
IIis king finds him quarters, and money, and clothes: 
He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 
And rattles away with the rowl of the drums. 
| With my roau- de- doau, Sc. 
The drum is his glory, his joy and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight, | 
No girl when ſhe hears it, tho' ever ſo glum, | 
But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum. 3 
With my rew-de-dow, Ac. | 
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Sung at the Royalty Theatre in the Entertainment of 


The Birth-Day, by Mr, Leoni, 
1 H pow'rs unequal I employ 


Your favour to obtain, 
Still Hope and Love ſhall fear deſtroy, 
And nerve my feeble ſtrain. 
While fam'd Palzmon's virtues claim 
And urg'd my rival's lay, 
Let me to great Amanda's fame 
An equal tribute pay. 


Bleft pattern of connubial love, 
In whom 1s found combin'd 
A mien as gentle as the dove, 
With dignity of mind, 
When Sorrow tells the hapleſs tale, 
In vain it never ſues, 
For gentle Pity muſt prevail, 
Where Sympathy ſubdues. 
Tho? form'd to ſhine the pride of courts, 
The ſimple plain ſhe loves, 
Nor ſcorns the harmleſs rural ſports, 
Nor ſhuns the meads and groves. 
Then ſhepherds now your voices raiſe, 
And let the welkin ring, 
Palzmon and Amanda's whey, 
With chearful notes let's ſing. 


Palzmon and Amanda fair 
Demand the grateful lay, 

With chearful notes we'll rend the air, 
And loudeſt tribute pay. 


— — ———u — 


Song in Fontainebleau, by Mr. Edwin. 
1 London my life is a ring of delight, 
In frolicks I keep up the day and the night; 


I ſnooze at the hummums till twelve, perhaps later, 


I rattle the bell, and I roar up the waiter; 


Your 
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Your honour ſays he, and he tips me a leg. 

He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an egg; 

For tea in a morning's a {lop I renounce, 

So I down with a glas of the right cherry bounce. 

With ſwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting, flaſhing, 
ſmaſhing, ſmacking, cracking, rumbling, 
tumbling; 

Laughing, quaffing, ſmoaking, joaking, ſwaggering, 
ſtaggering; 

So thoughtleſs, 5 knowing, ſo green and fo mellow; 

This, this, is the life of a frolickſome fellow. 


My phzt'n I mount, and the plebs they all ſtare, 
I handle my reins and my elbows I ſquare; 
My ponies ſo plump, and as white as a lily, 
Through Pall-mall I ſpank it, and up Piccadilly; 
Till bing a wheel, egad down I come ſinack. 
So at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into a hack; 
At Tatterſall's fling a leg over my nag, 
Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs in a bag. 

With ſwearing, Oc. 


I roll round the garden, and call at the Roſe, 

And then at both Play- Houſes, pop in my noſe; 
lounge in the lobby, laugh, ſwear, ſlide and ſwagger, 
Talk loud, take my money, and out again ſtagger, 

I meet at the Shakeſpear a good-natur'd ſoul, 

Then down to our club at St. James's I roll; 

The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 


And thus at the finiſh begin the next day. 
With favearing, Ic, 

Song in Poor Vulcan, | 
HE moment Aurora peep'd into my room, 5 
I put on my cloaths, and I call'd for my groom; ; 
Wil. Whittle by this had uncoupled the hounds, | 
Who, lively and mettleſome, frik'd o'er the grounds; 
Ihe 
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The horſes were ſaddled, fleet Dapple and Grey, 
Seem'd longing to hear the glad ſound, hark away. 


It was now by the clock about four in the morn, 
When we all gallopp'd off to the ſound of the horn; 
Diek Garter, Wil. Tabble, and Tom at the Gooſe, 
When all on a ſudden out ſtarts Miſtreſs Puſs; 
Men, horſes, and dogs, not a moment wou'd ſtay, 
And echo was heard to cry, hark, hark away! 


'The chace was a fine one, ſhe took o'er the plain, 
Which ſhe doubled, and doubled, again and again; 
*T11] at length ſhe took cover, return'd out of breath, 
And I and Wil. Whiſtle were in at the death; 

There in triumph of joy I the hare did diſplay, 

And I call'd to the horns, my boys, hark, hark away! 


— — — 


Sang by Mrs, Crouch, in the Grey-Beards.. 


WEET roſy ſleep! O do not fly, 
Bind thy ſoft fillet on his eye, 
That o'er each grave my own may rove, 
And feat my hapleſs, joyleſs love! 


For when he lifts theſe ſhad ing lids, 
His chilling flame ſuch bliſs forbids 
Then roſy ſleep, Oh, do not fly, 

But bind thy fillet on his eye. 


Song by Mr. Arrowſmith. 
| = hat forward, away, my brave boys to the 


chace, 
To the joys that ſweet exerciſe yield; 
The bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace, 
And invites to the ſports of the field. 
Hark! forward's the cry, and chearful the morn, 
Then follow the hounds and the merry-ton'd 98 
0. 
* 


1 


2 No muſic can equal the hounds in full cry; 
ay. H- rk! they open, then haſten away; 
O'er hill, dale, and valley, with vigour we fly, 


© 

pany 

bow. | 

4 
MN 
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While purſuing the ſports of the day. 
Hark! forward's the cry, Cc. 


With the ſports of the field no joys can compare, 
Ys. S To pleaſure's light footſteps we trace! 
Wegun down dull floth, and we diſtance old care, 
Roſy health we o'ertake 1n the chace. 
Hark! forward's the cry, fc. 


— 


F. It beats and throws, 


But pit-pat goes, 


No peace he knows, 


Its ardent pulſe I can't conceal. 

Still, ſtill, will hopes and fears ariſe, 

And till provoke my ardent ſighs; 
This tim'rous breaſt, 


By doubt oppreſt, 
Will ne'er have reſt, 


the 


But pit-pat goes, 


Until Alexis gains the prize. 


Feel, feel, the little flutt'rer feel, 
My fond ſuſpenſe ſo well reveal, 
It heats and throws, 


No peace it knows, 


Its ardent pulſe I can't reveal. 


19 


Sung at the R oyalty Theatre, in the Entertainment of 
The Birth-Day, by Miſs Burnet. 


EEL, feel, the little flutt'rer feel, 
7 My fond ſuſpenſe ſo well reveal, 
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Song by Mr. Edwin, in Inkle and Yarice, 


Clerk JI was in London gay, 
Jemmy linkum feedle, 

And went in boots to ſee the play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle, 

I march'd the lobby, *twirl'd my ſtick, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle ; 

The girls all cry'd, “ He's quite the kick!“ 
Oh Jemmy linkum feedle, 


Hey, for America I ſail, 
Vankee doodle deedle ; 
The ſailor boys cry'd, ** Smoak his tail!” 
Jemmy linkum feedle. 
On Engliſh belles I turned mack, 
Didale, dandle, deedle; 
And got a foreign Fair quite Black, 
Oh twaddle twaddle tweedle! 


Your London girls, with roguiſh trip, 
Wheedle, 1 wheedle, 

Boaſt their pouting under: lip, 
Fiddle, faddle, feedle. 

My Wows would beat a hundred ſuch, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle, 

Whoſe upper-lip pouts twice as much, 
Oh pretty double wheedle! 


Rings I'll buy to deck her toes, 
Jemmy linkum feedle; 
A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe, 
Waving fiddle feedle, | 
With jealouſy I ne'er ſhall burſt, 
Who'd ſteal my bone of bene-a 
Awhile Othello, I can truſt 
A dingy Deſdemona. 


& 48 
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Long by Mrs. Fox, in the Entertainment of The Bitib. 
Day, at the Royalty T heatre, 


5 Tr while among the rural throng, 

Amintas ſwells the tuneful ſong, 
His theme—our gracious lord ; 

I'll ſue to each propitious pow'r, 

To aid him in the trying hour, 
And give his worth reward. 

Aſſiſt him gentle God of Love, 

And thy all powerfal influence prove, 
Support his honeſt claim; 

And thee, O Venus! I implore, 


To add (fair Queen) one favour more, 
To that beſtow'd by Fame. 


* 


— 


Song in Inkle and Yarico, omitted in the Performances 


Oo Give me your plain-dealing fellows, 
Who never from honeſty ſhrink; 

Not thinking on all they ſhou'd tell us, 
But telling us all that they think. 


Truth from man flows like wine from a bottle, 
His free-ſpoken heart's a full cup; 
But when truth ſticks half way in the throttle, 
Man's worſe than a bottle cork'd up. 


Complaiſance is a gingerbread creature, 

Us'd for ſhew, fle a watch by each ſpark; 
But truth is a golden repeater, 

That ſets a man right in the dark. 


Song 


23 THE BULL-FINCH, 
Sang by Mr, Banniſter and Mrs, Kemble zu Inkle and 


| Ta Yr. ic 0, 
Mr. Banmiſter. 


O Say, ſimple maid, have you form'd any notion 
Of all the rude dangers in croſſing the ocean? 
When winds whiſtle ſhrilly, ah! won't they remind 


you, 
To ſigh with regret for the grot left behind you? 
Mr. Kemble, 


Ah! no, I cou'd follow, and fail the world over, 
Nor think of my grot, when J look at my lover! 
'The winds which Low round us, your arms for my 
pillow, 
Will lull us to ſleep, whilſt we're rock'd by each billow, 
Both, 


O ſay then, my true love, we never will ſunder, 


Nor ſhrink from the tempeſt, nor dread the big thunder; 


Whilſt conſtant, we'll laugh at all changes of weather, 
And journey all over the world both together, 


Sung at the Royalty Theatre, in the Entertainment of 
The Birth-Day, by Maſter Braham, 
ENTLE god, whoſe ſacred pow'r 

Sanctifies the bridal hour, 

Source of tender pure delights, 

Peaceful days and rapt'rous nights, 

Let thy kind influence ſhed 

Bleſſings o'er the genial bed, 

Grant each ee and happy ſwain, 

Like the Greateſt on the plain, 

May by their example ſhow, 

Love's the trueſt bliſs below, 


« Still let wealth the miſer charm, 
*« Love can ne er his boſom warm, q 
% Les 
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e Let the hero for a name, 
4 Seck that empty bubble, Fame, 
Where the trumpet's voice from far 
«« Calls him to deſtructive war: 


\ I} < There, ambitious, feaſt his ſight 
Wich the horrors of the fight. 
ny « Ye, ſtill bleſt with peace and love, 


«« Share the joys of gods above. 


Poſſeſt of eaſe and ev'ry joy, 
May each bleſt couple live, 

Nor care nor ſtrife their peace annoy, 
Nor one dull moment give. 


Sang by Mrs. Fox, at the Royalty Theatre, in the 
Burletta of Hero and Leander. 


Sir, be conſenting, be kind and relenting : 
Releaſe theſe poor creatures, and ſend them away: 
Do but this, and you'll find, 
How good-natur'd and kind, 
III prove to my ſpouſe, by night and by day, 
O, come now, ſweet lover, a paſſion diſcover : 
A ly little Cupid now lurks in that ſmile; 
Every maid muſt ſurrender 
To ſuch a commander; 
You've found out a way my poor heart to beguile. 


Behold, like Apollo, his ringlets of yellow ! 
Behold, how like Mars, at this moment he ſtands : 
His breath too diſcloſes, 
'The perfume of roſes; 
1 N his round cheeks, and how taper his 
ands. 


8 O come now ſaveet lover, c. 


Song 
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Song in the Pantomime of Harlequin Freemaſon, 
HIS bleak and froſty morning, 


| 
| 
| All thought of danger ſcorning, | 4 
| Our ſpirits briſkly flow, 
All in a glow, | T 
IThro' the ſparkling ſnow, 
While a ſkaiting we go, G 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
To the ſound of the merry horn. B. 
From right to left we're plying, 8 
Swifter - 6 winds wet brine, Li 
{| Spheres on ſpheres ſurrounding, Þ 
| ealth and ſtrength abounding : » 
In circles we ſleep, 
Our poiſe ſtill we keep, 80 
Behold how we ſweep | 
The face of the deep. 1 
With a fa, la, la, Cs. | 
Great Jove looks on us ſmiling, gd A 
Who thus the time beguiling, 2 
Where the waters he ſeal, 3 
| Still rove on our keel, | 
Our weapons are ſteel, | Li 
And no danger we feel, | | 
With a fa, la, la, &c, | Pe 
See, ſee, our train advances, F 
See how each ſkaiter lances, | | T 
| Health and ſtrength abounding, 
While horns and hautboys ſounding. A 
The Tritons ſhall blow, | 
| 'Their couch-ſhells below, 1 By 
| And their beards fear to ſhew, | 
| While a ſkaiting we go, 3 ＋ 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, E 
To the ſound of the merry horn, | 


4 A favourts 


= 
F 
* 


A favourite Scotch Ballad. 
AN? are you ſure the news is true? 


And are you ſure he's weel? 

'This is no time to think of work, 
I muſt fet by my wheel, 

Give me my cloak, I'll to the quay, 
And welcome him on ſhore; 

But why do I thus loſe my time? 
Perhaps he's at the door, 

Lie till, he ſtill, my beating breaſt, 
Ah! welcome him on ſhore; 

Perhaps from me no more he'll roam, 

Or truſt the rude ſea more, 


So true his words, ſo ſmooth his ſpeech, 
His breath like caller air; 

His very foot has muſick in't, 
When he trips up the ſtair: 

And will I ſee his face again? 
And will J hear him ſpeak? 

'There's lily whiteneſs in his ſkin, 
And roſes in his cheek: 

Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, my beating heart, 
My Donald's at the door; 

Perhaps from me no more he'll part, 
Or truſt the rude ſea more, 


'The cold blaſt of the winter wind, 
That thrill'd late through my heart, 

Are all blown by, and Donald's ſafe, 
Till death we ne'er muſt part: 

But what puts parting in my head? 

It may be far away; 

The preſent moment ſure's our own, 

The next we ne'er may ſee; 
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Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, my beating heart, 

Hark! hark! he's at the door; 
Perhaps from me no more he'll part, 

Or truſt the rude ſea more, 


— 


Tar Hermit, The Words by Dr. Beatie. 
Ser by Signor Giordani, 
T the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 
And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove, 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the grove; 
*Twas then by the cave of the mountain reclin'd, 
A Hermit his nightly complaint thus began; 
Tho' mournful his numbers, his ſoul was refin'd, 
He thought as a ſage, tho' he felt as a man. 


Ah! why thus abandon'd to darkneſs and woe? 
Why thus, lovely Philomel, flows thy ſad ſtrain? 
For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 
And thy "boſom no trace of misfortune retain; 
Yet if pity inſpire thee, oh! ceaſe not the lay, 
Mourn, ſweeteſt complainer; man calls thee to 
mourn; 
Oh! ſooth him, whoſe pleaſures, like thine, paſs away, 
Full quickly they paſs, but they never return. 


Now gliding remote on the verge of the ſky, 
The moon half extinguiſn'd, her creſcent diſplays; 

But lately I mark'd, when majeſtick on high # 
She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze: 

Roll on then, fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue x 
The path that conducts thee to ſplendor again; 4 

But man's faded glory no change ſhall renew, a 
Ah! fool, to exult in a glory ſo vain, 

*Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more, 

I mourn, but ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 

For morn is approaching, your charms to reſtore, 
Perfum'd with freſh fragrance, and glitt'ring with '? 

dew ; J Nor 


62 
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Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn, 
Kind nature the embryo bloſſom fhall fave; 
But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn? 
Oh! when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave? 


A favourite Scotch Song. Set by Mr. Hook, 


ENEA'TH a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain, 
One evening reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 
So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly, he warbled his woe, 
The winds ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to 
flow ; | 
Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him complain, 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain. 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 

Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſn'd in my view! 
Thoſe eyes then with pleaſure the dawn could ſurvey, 
Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful than they; 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my ſight; — 

I'm tortur'd in pleafure, and languiſh in light, 


Through changes, in vain, relief I purſue, 
All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew; 

From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air; 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame; 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame, 


But, fee the pale moon all clouded retire; 

'] he breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſire; 
I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 
Yet-nouriſh the madneſs that preys on the mind: 
Ah! wretch, how can life be worthy thy care? 
To lengthen its moments but lengthens deſpair, 
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Dur r by Dr. Harrington, of Bath, 


OW ſweet in the woodland, with fleet hound 
and horn, 


'To waken ſhrill Echo, and taſte the freſh morn! 
But hard is the chaſe my fond heart muſt purſue, 
For Daphne, fair Daphne is loſt to my view, 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain, 

More wild than the roebuck, and wing'd with diſdain 
In pity o'ertake her, who wounds as ſhe flies: 
Though Daphne's purſu'd, 'tis Myrtillo who dies, 


Tu Stasons. A Nexw Song. 
W the young Chloe's riſing charms 


Invited lovers to her arms, 
She look'd a dainty thing: 
We ſaw her beauty, own'd her wit, 


And, as the ſimile moſt fit, 


We call'd the period Spring. 


Full bloom'd, as is the ripen'd flow'r, 
We ſaw her ſtill maturer pow'r, 
And woman's ſtate become her: 
The prudent mother, and the wite, 
Diſpenfing round her all the life, 
And all the bliſs of Summer. 


Advancing on in life's career, 
'The Maids to Chloe lent an ear, 
And what ſhe knew, ſhe taught em: 
Her ſage advice beſtowing round, 
Till ev'ry prudent virgin found 
The richeſt fruits of Autumn. 


Now Chloe's charms are faded quite, 
Yet honour cannot hold it right, 
Of her due praiſe to ſtint her: 


5 


nd 


No 
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For ſhe who ſummer well employs, 
Shall reap the autumn's ſolid joys, 
Nor dread the froſt of Winter, 


* 


Song by Mr. Banniſter, in The Elefiq, 
bf happy in my native land, 


I boaſt my country's charter; 
I'll never baſely lend my hand, 
Her liberties to barter. 


The noble mind is not at all 
By poverty degraded ; 

Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 
And well I am perſuaded, 


Each free-born Briton's ſong ſhould be, g 


Or give me death or liberty.“ 


Though ſmall the pow'r fortune grants, 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us; 

'The lordly hireling often wants 
That freedom which defends us. 


By law ſecur'd from lawleſs ſtrife, 

Our houſe is our caſellum, 
'Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre, ſhall we ſell 'em? 
ev'ry Briton's ſong ſhould be, 
Or give me death or liberty.“ 


—— 


GRAMACHREE Mol l v. A ſavsurite Io iſh Air. 
A down on Banna's banks I ſtray' d, one evening 
in May Ys 
The little birds, in blytheſt notes, made vocal ev'ry 
ſpray : 
They ſung their little tales of love, they ſung them 
o'er and o'er. 


C 3 


Ah! gramachree, ma chollenogue, ma Molly Aſhtore 0 
. = 
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The daiſy pied, and all the ſweets which bounteous 


nature yields, 
The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue, lay ſcatter'd o'er 
the fields; 
Such fragrance in the boſom lies, of her whom I adore. 
Ah! gramachree, &c, 
J laid me down upon a bank, bewailing my ſad fate, 
'That doom'd me thus the flave of love, and cruel 
Molly's hate; 
How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears her in 


its core? | Ah! gramachree, &c. 
You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear: Ah! why did I 
believe? 


Yet who could think ſuch tender words were mcant 
but to deceive? 
Your love was all I aſk'd on earth, nay, heav'n could 


give no more. Ah! gramachree, &c., 

O! had I all the flocks that graze on yonder yellow 
hill, 

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon green 
paſture fill; 

With her I love, I'd gladly ſhare my kine and fleecy 
ſtore. Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Two turtle doves, above my head, ſat courting on a 
bough, 

I envy'd them their happineſs, to ſce them bill and coo ; 

Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhow'd, but no, alas! 
tis o'er, Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Then fare thee well, my Molly dear; thy loſs I e'er 
ſhall mourn, 

While life remains in Strephon's heart, *twill beat for 
thee alone; 

Tho' thou art falſe, may keav'n on thee its choiceſt 
bleflings pour. Ali! gramachree, &Cc. 
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Tür TRANSFORMATION. 


Through Ovid's Tales, has feen, 
How jove incens'd, to monkeys chang'd 
A tribe of worthleſs men : 
Repentant ſoon th' offending race, 
Intreat the injur'd pow'r, 
To give them back the human face, 
And reaſon's aid reſtore; 


Jove, ſooth'd at length, his car inclin'd, 
And granted halt their pray'r; 

But t'other half he bid the wind 
Diſperſe in empty air. 

Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod, 
'That ſhook the vaulted ſkies, 

With haughtier air the creatures ſtrode, 
And ftretch'd their dwindled fize, 


The hair in curls luxurious now 
Around their temples ſpread ; 

The tail that whilom hung below, 
Now dangled from the head. 

The head remains unchang'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the face, 

It ſtill retains its native grin, 
And all its old grimace, 


Thus half transform'd, and half the ſame, 
Jove bade them take their place, 

Reſtoring them their ancient claim, 
Among the human race. 

Man with contempt the brute ſurvey'd, 
Nor would a name beſtow ; 

But woman lik'd the motley breed, 


And call'd the thing a Beau, 


E 4 


HOR ER with curious eye has rang'd 
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TRE Bikxs or EN DERMA. 


8 ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 

Invite the chearful birds to ſing; N 

And while they warble on each ſpray, 

Love melts the univerſal lay: 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them-improve the hour that flies, 

And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 

Among the Birks of Endermay, 
Among, &c. 


2 2 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
As this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade: 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
'The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, 7 
Adieu the Birks of Endermay. : 


Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound 
'The wanton kids and friſking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams, 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice, 

Let us like them then fing ard play, 
About the Birks of Endermay. 


— — 


> £A Ap AIM” , ic 


Song by Mr. Arrowſmith, 


WR Delia, tis at length too plain, 

My boaſted liberty how vain, 
Thy eyes triumphant prove: 

My freedom now I ceaſe to boaſt, 

But think that freedom nobly loft, 

By ſerving thee and Love, 


I walk'd, i 
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J talk'd, I laugh'd, with ev'ry fair; 
No jealous pang, no anxious care, 
Did e'er my heart perplex; 
Till I beheld, too lovely maid! 
In thee, with ev'ry grace diſplay d, 
The charms of all thy ſex. 


— 2 © 


Song. Set ly Dr. Boyce. 


O thy banks, gentle Stour, when J breath'd the 
ſoft flute, 

To Chloe's ſweet accents attentive ſat mute; 

To her voice with what tranſport I ſwell'd the ſlow 

ſtrain, 

Or return'd dying meaſures in echoes again; 

Little Cupid beat time, and the Graces around 

'Taught with even diviſions to vary the ſound. 


From my Chloe remov'd, when J bid it complain, 
Or warble ſmooth numbers to ſooth love-ſick pain, 
How much alter'd it ſeems, as the riſing notes flow, 
Or the ſoft falling ſtrains, how inſipidly flow! 

I will play then no more for tis her voice alone 
Muſt enrapture my ſoul to enliven its tone, 


— — — 8 


Song in True Blue. 


AUGHTER you're too young to marry, 
"Tis too ſoon to be a wife: 

Yet a little longer tarry, 

Ere you know the cares of life, 
Wedlock 1s a fickle ſtation, 

Sometimes ſweetneſs, ſometimes ſtrife; 
Oh! how great the alteration, | 
Twixt the maiden and the wife! 


C5 Love 


OY 
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Love and courtſhip are but ſtupid, 
Glory has ſuperior charms; 
Mars ſhould triumph over Cupid; 
When Bellona calls to arms: 
As for you, ir, do your duty, 
Oh! were I but young again, 
I'd not linger after beauty, 
But go play my part with Spain, 


2 — — 


Song in The Winter's Tale. 


OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 


muſt ſhear; 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear; 
The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught: 

We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught: 

What we think in our hearts you may read in our 
eyes, 

For, knowing no falſehood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 

But we as the children of nature are bred : 

By her hands alone we are painted and ureſt, 

For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 
breaſt, 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 
Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; 


They ſmile with the ſimple and feed with the poor, 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal: 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to ſine folk to deceive and betray. 


Set 


| 


. 
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| Set by Mr. Welden. For four Voices. 
| ET ambition fire thy mind, 


Thou wert born o'er man to reign, 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd: | 
Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain, l 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet, * 
Thou on necks of kings ſhall tread; | 
Joys incircling joys ſhall meet, 
Which way e'er thy fancy's led. 


We. Let not toils of empire fright 
Toils of empire pleaſures are: FH 
Thou ſhalt only know delight, „ 


All the joy, but not the care. 0 


| 

| 

Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize, | 
For the bleſſings I beſtow, 1 
Joyful I'll aſcend the ſkies, | F 


ur Happy thou ſhalt reign below, 


— —]y— — . — — 


[2 Song in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 
2: Net on beds of fading flowers, 
F i Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bow'rs, 
Will true pleaſure long reſide: 
On aweful virtue's hill ſublime 
Enthroned fits the immortal fair; 
L Who wins her height muſt patient climb; 
ö 1 The ſteps are peril, toil, and care: 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain. 


he 
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Tux INCuURIOUS, 
IVE me but a wife, I expect not to find 
Each virtue and grace in one female combin'd, 
No godddeſs for me; tis a woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mould: 


Or ſhe claims my . e like a mother, if old: 
Thus either can pleaſe me, ſince woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her eye; 

If blind, ſhe the roving of mine cannot ſpy: 
Thus either is lovely; for woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


If rich be my bride, ſhe brings tokens of love; 

If poor, then the farther from pride my remove : 
Thus either contents me; for woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


I ne'er ſhall want converſe, if tongue ſhe poſſeſs; 
And if mute, ſtill the rarity pleaſes no leſs : 

I'm ſuited to either; for woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wile, 


'Then ceaſe, ye profane, on the ſex to deſcant; 

If you've wit to diſcern, of charms they've no want, 
Each fair can make happy, if woman we prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Song in Thomas and Sally, 
ROM ploughing the Ocean, and thraſhing 
Mounſeer, 


In Old England we're landed once more; - 
Your hands, my brave comrades, halloo, boys, what 
cheer 


For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore? 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us no doubt, 
And to cut us, and ſlaſh us -Morbleu! 

But hold there—avaſt—they were plaguely out: 
We have ſlic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence know, 
Yon Invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 

The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt : 
And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country belt, 


A ſeafaring ſpark if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering Gypſies look to't: 
Sound bottoms they'll find us, in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot, 
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The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe. bt 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; ij | 

But Ware thoſe falſe colours—for better for worſe, 51 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. | ö 

Now long live the King! may he proſp'rous reign, 1 


Of no power, no faction, afraid; 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd! 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail: 

No ignorant pilots e'er fit at her helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail! 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


OVE's a gentle gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime Eügkt, 


When with mutual inclination, | 


5 
What 4 


Two fond hearts in one unite. 


* 
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What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar'd with true content? 

Thar falſe joy which now bewitches, 

When too late we may repent, 


Lawleſs paſſions bring vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love, 
Is a glorious emulation 


the blisful ſtate above. 


Song in T he Conſcious Lovers. Set by Dr. Boyce. 
D the languid ſoul complain, 
Virtuous Love ſhall chaſe the pain; 
Or if love would truth attend, 
Honour ſhould be Virtue's friend; 
Honour ſhould be Virtue's friend. 


- Glory is not half ſo fair, 

As bright Virtue's riſing ſtar: 
Female 1ruth with ſenſe combin'd, 
Wins and claims the gen'rous mind; 
Wins and claims the gen'rous mind. 


ARK! 'tis I, your on true lover; 
After walking three long miles, 
One kind look, at leaſt, diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning Vixen! 
I can ſee your roguiſh ſmiles. 
Addſlids! my mind is ſo poſſeſs d, 
Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt? 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
ere, an you like it, ready to ftrike it, 
There's at once an end of arguing : 
T am her's, ſhe is mine? 


Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign, 


Song by. Mr. Bowden, in The Maid of the Mill.. 


DEeL1a, 
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Der1ia. Set by Dr. Arne. 


88 pleaſing pains, unknown before 
My beating boſom feels, 
When I en the bliſsful bow 'r 
Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
That way J daily drive my flock ;' 
Ah! happy, happy vale! 
There look, and wiſh; and while I look 
My ſighs increaſe the gale; 
My ſighs increaſe the gale, 


Sometimes at midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath inclement ſkies, 

And there my true devotion pay 
To Delia's fleep-ſeal'd eyes: 

So pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious travel faint, 

To kiſs alone the clay-cold tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite ſaint; 

Of ſome, &Cc, 


O tell, ye ſhades, that hold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, 

Al! why ſhould ye thoſe bleſſings ſhare 
For which I figh in vain? 

But let me not at fate repine, 

And thus my grief impart; 

She's not your tenant; ſhe is mine; 
Her manſion is my heart; | 
Her manſion is my heart, 


Tk RAPTURE, 


9 on thy dear boſom lying, 
Celia! who can tell my bliſs? 

Who the raptures I'm enjoying, 

When thy balmy lips I kids? 
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Ev'ry Iook with love inſpires me; 
Ev'ry touch my boſom warms; 

Ev'ry melting tranſport fires me; 
Ev'ry joy is in thine arms. 


Thoſe dear eyes that ſweetly languiſh, 
Make my heart with rapture beat: 
Pleaſure almoſt turns to anguiſh, 
When the tranſport is ſo great, 
Look not ſo divinely on me; 
Celia! I ſhall die with bliſs: 
Yet, Oh! turn thoſe eyes upon me; 
Who'd not die a death like this? 


Song in the Opera of Tom Jones. 


98 mercy is the lovelieſt flower, 
That Heav'n e'er planted in the mind; 
The queen of virtue, whoſe ſoft power 


Can e' en to Godhead raiſe mankind. 


Let Patriots, kings, and heroes boaſt 
A name that will in hiſt'ry live; 
Yet he reſembles Heav n the moſt, 


Whoſe godlike boſom can forgive. 


— . — 


Katz Or ABERDEEN, Set by Mr. Battiſhill, 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 
To courts be gone, heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful Vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen, 
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The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In Primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May : 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when feen, 
Not half ſo fragaant, half ſo fair, 
*As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 

Till new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd Green: 

Fond bird, *tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where Elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay. 

Till May in morning robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
« Here's Kate of Aberdeen,” 


Song in Thomas and Sally. 


M former time how briſk and gay, 
So blithe was I as blythe could be; 
But now I'm ſad, ah! well-a-day, 

For my true love is gone to fea. 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 
Their wheedling arts are loſt on me: 
For I to death ſhall love but one, 


And he, alas! 15 gone to ſea. 
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As droop the flow'rs till light return, 
As mourns the dove its abfent ſhe; 
So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true love returns from fea, 


Ü8—— — — — — 


CoLlin's CoMPLAINT. 


EAR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond meaſure; 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 

You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 

And hoard up an old age of pain; 
Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 

On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill- grounded, 

When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſſion, from beauty firſt drawn, 

Your kindneſs. will vaſtly improve; 
Soft ſmiles and gay Iooks are the dawn, 

Fruition's the Taathine of love: 

And though the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 

And darkneſs pofleſs all the ſkies, 
We ne'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his ſide, 

You've often regarded with wonder 
He's dropfical ſhe 1s fore-eyed ; 

Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder : 
Together they totter about. 

r fit in the ſun at the door; 

And at night, when old Darby's pot's out, 

His Joan will not ſmoke a whiff more. 
No beauty or wit they poſſeſs, 

Their ſeveral failings to frmother; 


Then what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other; 


TI 
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Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that love did beſtow ; 

The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beſt of all bleſſings below, 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Which ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love,, | 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe; 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old age cannot freeze, 
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Sang, fet by Dr. Arne, in the Oratorio of Alfred. 


FF thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r, 
Preſs not the gay and ſtately bed; 
The new mown hay and breathing flow'r, 


A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. 
If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 


Sooth not their taſte with wanton art: 
They take what nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful heart, 


If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 
No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt ; 

With wholeſome cups they chear the ſoul, 
And crown them with the village toaſt, 


If thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd ground, 

Have not the ſplendour of a court, 
Yet love adorns the merry round. 
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A favourite Hunting Song. Set by Mr. Hook, 
OME, rouſe, brother ſportſman, the hunters all cry, 
We've got a good ſcent and a fav'ring ſky; 
The horn's prightly notes, and the lark's early ſong, 
Will chide the dull ſportſman for ſleeping ſo long: 
Bright Phoebus has ſhown us the glimpſe of his face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chaſe; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 
ds 


And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie down, 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps, ſne may frown; 

But tell her tliat love muſt to hunting give place, 
For as well as her charms there are charms in the chaſe, 


Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy, 

At his bruſh nimbly follow briſk Chanter and Fly ; 

They ſeiſe on their prey, ſee his eye-balls they roll, 

We're in at the death—now let's home to the bowl. 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toait to the king, 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring; 

To George peace and glory may heav'n ſtill diſpenſe, 
And foxhunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence, 


Song, ſet by Dr. Arne, in Alfred, 
b nag ſhepherd's plain life, 
Without guilt, without ſtrife, 
Can only true bleſſings impart: 
As nature directs, 
That bliſs he expects 
From health, and from quiet of heart, 
Vain grandeur and pow'r, 
Thoſe joys of an hour, 
Tho' mortals are toiling to find; 
Can titles or ſhow 
Contentment beſtow ? 
All happineſs dwells in the mind, 
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Behold the gay roſe, 

How lovely it grows, 
Secure in the depth of the vale ; 
Yon oak, that on high 

Aſpires to the ſky, 
Both lightning and tempeſt afſail, 
DvztTTo, 


'Then let us the ſnare 
Of ambition beware, 
That ſource of vexation and ſmart 
And ſport on the glade, 
Or repoſe in the ſhade, 
With health and with quiet of heart, 


Song in the Opera of Eliſa, ſet by Dr. Arne, 
HO'D know the ſweets of liberty? 
Tis to climb the mountain's brow ; 
Thence to diſcern rough induſtry, 
At the harrow or the plough; 
*Tis where my ſons their crops have ſown, 
Calling the harveſt all their own. 


*Tis where the heart to truth ally'd, 
Never felt unmanly fear; 

*Tis where the eye with milder pride, 
Nohly ſheds ſweet pity's tear, 

Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee: 

"Theſe are the ſweets of liberty, 


Song in Apollo and Daphne. 
ITH horns and with hounds I waken the day, 
| And hie to my woodland walks away ; 
I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 
And tie to my forehead a waxing moon : 
While ſhouting and hooting we pierce thro' the ſky, 
While Echo turns huntreſs, and doubles the cry. 
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Tar FEMALE PHatron, Wordt by Mr. Prior, 


Fü Kitty, beautiful and young, 


And wild as a colt untam'd, 


Beſpoke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 


With little rage inflam'd : 
Inflam'd with rage and ſad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, 
And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd : 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 
And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 


Muſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 


Dear, dear Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd my fortune try; 

I'll have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 


Fond love prevail'd, Mamma, gave way; 


Kitty, at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire; 
And ſet the world on fire; 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire, 
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„„ A favourite Hunting Song. 
RECITATIVE. 


ARK! the horn calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſick that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


n 


; A1 Ro 
f From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun- beams adorn 


N 


The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high; 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high; 
Shrilly opens the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the valleys reply; 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers, ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the hart and the boar; 
By encount'ring, Sc. 

Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 

Age and youth urg'd the chaſe, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar; 
Ard taught, Tc, 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Where the, &c. 

Tho' in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 

Still let ours be the prey of the field; 
Still let ours, Oc. 

g With the chaſe in full ſight, 

| Gods! how great the delight! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine 


3 How our, Oc. 1 
0 5 Where | 
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Where 1s care, where 1s fear? 

Like the winds in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine; 
And the man's, Oc. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys: 
Lo, each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
'That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chaſe over the bowl; 
And renew the chaſe over the bowl. 


Song in the Entertainment of A readid, 
Set by Mr. Battiſnill. 


Fond father's bliſs is to number his race, 

r on the bloom that juſt buds on their 
ace; 

With their prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, 

And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again. 

Men of pleaſure be mute; this is life's lovely view; 

When we look on our young ones, our youth we renew. 


'Thus loving we live, and thus loving enjoy ; 

No deceit here diſtracts, no debauches deſtroy; 

From the May morn of youth to winter's white age, 

Hand in hand with contentment we ſing thro' life's 
ſtage: 


long, 
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And when death bids us ſtop, we end eaſy our ſong, : 
Then give the gods thanks that we've liy'd well ſo 1 


, 
* 
5 


Attend the counſel often told, 


But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 
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Tae Way TO KEEP HIM, Set by Dr. Arne. 


E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will; 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill ; 
Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; | 
An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere ? 
And candid from the heart? | 


Great in your pow'r; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 

If, as you all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take: 

For who's to beauty blind? 

Put to what ead a pris'ner make, 

Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 


Too often told in vain; 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 

Though beauty may the charm begin, 
*Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt, 


TRE BAccRANAL. 


M Y temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entwine, 
And barter all joy for a goblet of wine; 


In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 
*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 
For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 


If not fill'd with the health of ſome favourite 12 i 
D Tic 1 
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*Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart; 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme in her ſway) 
Grows convert to love and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her head, 
And poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed; 
While age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 


Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 1 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 

*Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare, 


— — 


Seng in the Opera of Eliza, 


X 7 HEN all the Attic fire was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 

Poor freedom loſt her ſeat, 

Poor freedom loſt her ſeat: 

The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, 

That damp'd fair Virtue's fading light; 

The Muſes loſt their mate, 

The Muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander? what new ſhore 
Had yet a laurel left in ſtore? 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer, 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer. 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 
Soon virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 
And freedom ſoon was here, 
And freedom ſoon was here, 


The lazy monk has loſt his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me, 
She calls thee now by me. 
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Har':, hark, hark, her voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, ſee, ſee, ſhe receives a thouſand wounds. 

If ſhielded not by thce, 

If ſhielded not by thee, 
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Song ix The Millor of Mantſie Id. 


OW happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs, 
Who would be no greater, nor fears to he leſs! 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 4 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court: Nt 
What though he all duſty and whiten'd does go, ro 
he more he's bepowder'd the more like a beau: * 


A clown in this dreſs may be honeſter far 1 
Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, 1 

Than a courtier, &c, 9 
Tho' his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſecn, 4 
The hands of his betters are not very clcan; " *Y 


A palm more polite may as dirtily deal; 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal; 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs Without ſcruple, from other men's ſacks, 
In this a right noble example he brags, 


Who borrow as freely from other men's bags, 
Who borrow, &c, 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 
In this too he'd mimic the tools of the Rate, 
Whoſe aim 1s alone their own coffers to fill, 
And all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill: 
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented docs lie ; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing: 
If ſo happy a miller, then who'd he a king? 
If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king ? 
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Song in the Engliſh Opera of Artaxerxes, 1 
9 parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, / 


To the e fount may flee, 


Or through the fertile valleys glide, 
| . E 
Though, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
'Through the land tis free to roam, 1 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Panting for its native home. F 
Song in Love in a Village, 1 


OW bleſt the maid whoſe boſom 
No head-ftrong paſſion knows! 
Her days in joy ſhe paſſes, 

Her nights in ſweet repoſe: | 
Where-e er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear, invades her, | 

But pleaſure 
Without meaſure N 
From every object flows, 


— z — . 
Song. Set by Mr. Jackſon, 
1 lan heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 


'That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope, at laſt, 
Their only wiſh to ſee: 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long? 
Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue? 


Will you in ev'ry look declare 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame; 
And heal each idle, anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame? 
5 Thus, 
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Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between, 
Of loit'ring time to cheat, 


Fut if the dream that ſooths my mind, 


Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 
If I am doom'd at length to find, 
That you've forgot to love: 
All Jof Venus ak, is this, 
No more to let us join; 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 
To die, and think you mine. 


Sang by Mr, Gay. 


Recitative, 


9 WAS when the ſeas were roaring, 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 

A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd: 

Wide o'er the foaming billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look; 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 
'That trembled o'er the brook. 


Air, 
Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days, 
Why did'it thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why did'ſt thou truſt the ſeas? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
'To that within my breaſt, 
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ne merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, 
Views tempeſt with deſpair; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loiing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coait be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd fn 2 richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain; 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
'That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ihe for her dear; 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear: 
When o'er the white wave ſtooping, 
Eis foating corpſe ſhe ſpy d; 
Then like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head—and dy'd, 


—_— 


Song, Set by Dr. Arne, 


E nymphs, whoſe ſofter ſouls approve 
The touching ſtrain of heart- felt love, 


I'll tell you of the gentleſt ſwain 
That ever grac'd the rural plain. 


Who but Lyſander has the pow'r 

To brighten every darkſome hour? 
Jo call a ſmile from dimple ſleck, 
Or make the blood ſorſake the cheek ? 


None 
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None with my love cou'd e'er compare, 
For manly beauty, graceful air; 

For ſpeech whoſe accents mild inſpire 
Gay delight and ſoft deſire. 


This matchleſs youth I no poſſeſs, | 
O love abate thy fond careſs; 1 
For I am loſt to all relief j 
If joy can kill as well as grief. f 


——_— 


—— 


Seng in the Oratorio of Jepbiba. 


E ſmiling dawn of happy days rh 
Preſents a proſpect clear ; i 
And pleaſing hope's all bright'ning rays 4 
Diſpel each gloomy fear; 11 
While ev'ry charm that peace diſplays 5 
Makes ſpring time all the year. 


Dur ro ix Solomon. Set by Dr. Boyce. 
1 let us range the fields 


Impearled with the morning dew; 
Or view the fruit the vineyard yields, 
Or the apple's cluſtering bough ; 
There, in cloſe embower'a ſnaars, 
Impervious to the noon-tide ray, 
By tinkling rills on roſy beds, 
We'll love the ſultry hours away, 


Song, Set by Dr, Arne, 


&* Strephon, what can mean the joy, 
The eager joy I prove, 
While.you each tender art employ 
To win my ſoul to love? if 
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So well your paſſion you reveal, 
So top the lover's part, 
That I with bluſhes own, 1 feel 
A rebel in my heart, 


Then take the heart that pines to go, 
But fee it kindly us'd; 

For who ſuch preſents will beſtow, 
If this ſhould be abus'd? 


A favourite ELEKGVY. Set by Mr. Jackſon. 


N a vale clos'd with woodlands, where grottoes 
abound ; 
Where rivulets murmur, and echoes reſound ; 
I vow'd to the Muſes my time and my care, 
Since neither could win me the ſmiles of my fair, 


As freedom infpir'd me, I rang'd and I ſung, 

And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue; 
But if a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 

I could wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne were near, 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 

To drive from my heart the dear nymph I ador'd ; 
But the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 

The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind, 


Ah! whilſt I the beauties of nature purſue, 

I ftill muſt my Daphne's fair image review; 
'The Graces have choſen with Daphne to rove, 
And the Muſes are all in alliance with Love, 


— 


Song in the Oratorio of Saul. Set by Mr. Handel, 
IN not, O king, againſt the youth, 
Who ne'er oftended you; 
Think to his loyalty and truth 


What great rewards are due; 
Think 
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Think with what joy that godlike man, 
You ſaw that glorious day; 
Think, and with ruin, if you can, 
Such ſervices repay. 


From cities ſtorm'd and battles won, 
What glory did accrue? 

By this, the hero beſt is known, 
He can himſelf ſubdue, 


Cong. Set by Mr. Bach. 


I this ſnady bleſt retreat, 
I've been wiſhing for my dear; 
Hark! I hear his welcome feet 
Tell the lovely charmer near. 
"Tis the ſweet bewitching ſwain, 
True to Love's appointed hour; 
Joy and peace now ſmile again, | 
Lore I own thy mighty power. Da Caper 


Favourite TRIO in Rofina, 


vw HEN the roſy morn appearing, 
Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 


Bees on banks of thyme diſporting 
Sip the ſweets and hail the dawn, 


Warbling birds, the day proclaiming, 
Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain; 

They forſake their leafy dwelling 
To ſecure the golden grain, 


See, content, the humble gleaner 
Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall; 

Nature, all her children viewing, 
Kindly bounteous cares for all, 
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Song by Mrs. Martyr, in Refa. 


ſtile, 
How ſweet is the nightingale's ſong ! 

Of the day I forget all the lahour and toil, 
Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among. 


HEN William, at eve, meets me down at the 


By her beams, without bluſhing, I hear him complain, 


And believe ev'ry word of his ſong; 


You know not how {ſweet tis to love the dear ſwain, 


Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among. 


Song by Mr. Davies, in Rofina. 
QEE- ye ſwains, yon ſtreaks of red 
Call you from your ſlothful bed: 
Late you till'd the fruitful ſoil; 
See where harveſt crowns your toil. 


As we fall the golden corn, 
Laughing Plenty fills her horn; 

What would gilded pomp avail 
Should the peaſant's labour fail. 
Ripen'd fields your cares repay, 

Sons of labour haſte away; 

Bending, ſee the waving grain, 
Crown the year, and cheer the ſwain, 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in Rafina, to a favourite old 


Scots Tune, 


W bia den to the wake or fair, 


f The joy of each free-hearted ſwain, 
Till Phoebe promis'd to be there, 
I laiter'd laſt of all the plain. 
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If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, 
The ribbon gay or filken glove, 
With eager haſte I ran to buy, 
For * is gold compar'd to love. 


My poſie on her boſom plac'd, 
Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale? | 
Her auburn locks my ribbon grac'd, 1 
And flutter'd in the wanton gale, j 
With ſcorn ſhe hears me now complain, 
Nor can my ruſtic preſents move ; 
Her heart prefers a richer ſwain, 


And gold, alas! has baniſh'd love, 


* 


Song by Mr. Banniſter, in Reina, 


ER mouth, which a ſmile, . 
Devoid of all guile, 
Half opens to view, 

Is the bud of the roſe, 

In the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew. . 


More ragrant her breath 
Than the flower-ſcented heath 
At the dawning of day, , 
The hawthorn in bloom, 
The lily's perfume, 
Or the bloſſoms of May. 


— 


Favourite Dialogue in Roſina, 
WILLIAM. 


1 * kiſs'd, and I've prattled to fifty fair maids, 
And chang'd them as oft d' ye ſee; 

But of all the fair maidens that dance on the green, 
The maid of the mill 58 


PHoEBEZ, = 
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PrHoEBE, 
There's fifty young men have told me fine tales, 
And call'd me the faireſt ſhe; 
But of all the gay wreſtlers that ſport on the green, 
Young Harry's the lad for me, 


WILLIAM. 


Her eyes are as black as the ſloe in the hedge, 
Her face like the bloſſoms in May ; 

Her teeth are as white as the new-ſhorn flock, 
Her breath like the new-made hay, 


PHOEBE, 
He's tall and he's ſtraight as the poplar tree, 
His cheeks are as freſh as a roſe; 
He looks like a ſquire of high degree, 
When dreft in his Sunday's clothes. 


Song in the Comic Opera of The Siege of Curxola. 


F May, fifteen hundred and eighty and eight, 
Cries Philip the Engliſh I'll humble; 
I've taken it into my majeſty's pate, 
And their lion Oh l- down he ſhall tumble. 
They lords of the ſeal then his ſceptre he ſhook, 
I'll prove it an arrant bravado; 
By Neptune, I'll ſweep them all into a nook, 
With invincible Spaniſh armado. 


This fleet then ſail'd out, and the winds they did blow, 
Their guns made a terrible clatter ; 

Our noble Queen Beſs, cauſe ſhe wanted to know, 
Quill'd her ruff—and cry'd—Pray, what's the mat- 

ter ? 

They ſay, my good 2 replies Howard ſo ſtout, 
The Spaniard has drawn his toledo, 

Cock ſure that he'll thump us, and kick us about, 

With inyincible Spaniſh armado. * 
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The Lord Mayor of London, a very wiſe man, 
What to do in this caſe vaſtly wonder'd ; 

Says the Queen, ſend in fifty good ſhips if you can; 
Says my Lord— Ma'am, I'll ſend in a hundred. 

Our fire-ſhips they ſtruck their cannons all dumb, 
For the Dons run to Ave and Credo; 

Great Medina roars out—Sure the devil 1s come 
For th' invincible Spaniſh armado. 


On Effingham's ſquadron, though all on a breaſt, 
Like open-mouth'd curs they came bowling ; 

His ſugar-plumbs finding they could not digeſt, 
Away home they ran yelping and howling. 

Whene'er Britain's foe, ſhall, with envy agog, 
In our channel make ſuch a bravado, 

Huzza, my brave boys, we're {till able to flog 
An 1nvincible Spaniſh armado, 


| | —— _ — — = 4s 
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. A favourite Sang. 


I airy dreams ſoft fancy flies, 
Muy abſent love to ſee; 
And with the early dawn I rite, 
Dear youth, to think on thee, 
How ſwiftly flew the roſy hours, 
While love and hope were new ; 
Sweet was the time as op'ning flow'rs, 
But, ah! as tranſient too. 


The moments now move ſlowly on 
Until thy wiſh'd return; 
I count them oft, as all alone 
The penſi ve ſhades I mourn. 
Return, return, my love, and charm, 
| From anxious care, my breaſt; 
Thy ſmiles ſhall ev'ry doubt difarm, 
And footh my ſoul to reſt, 


Tat 
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Tux Maxston or Pract, Sung by Mr. Harri 


REcrTATIVE, 
Sr zephyr, on thy balmy wing, 

Thy gentleſt breezes hither bring; 
Her ſlumbers guard —ſome hand divine, 
Ah! watch her with a care like mine. 

f AIR, 
A roſe from her boſom has ſtray'd, 
FIl ſeek to replace it with art; 
But, no!—'twill her ſlumbers invade, 
I'll wear it, fond youth, next my heart. 


Alas! filly roſe, had'ſt thou known 
"Twas Daphne that gave thee my place; 
Thou ne'er — thy ſtation hadſt flown, 
Her boſom's the manſion of peace. 


Song by Mrs. Kennedy, in The andert. 


OOR Orra tink of Yanko dear, 
Do he be gone for exer; 

For he no dead, he till live here, 
And he from here go never. 

Like on a ſand ma mark him face; 
The wave come roll him over; 

De mark he go, but ſtill de place 
*Tis eaſy to diſcover. 


I fee fore now de tree, de flow'r, 

| He droops like Orra ſurely ; 

And den by'm bye dere come a ſhow'r, 
He hold him head up purely : 

And ſo ſome time me tink me die, 

My heart ſo ſick, he grieve me; 

But in a little time me cry 


Good deal = and dat relieve me. 


ſon, 


Sang 
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Seng by Mrs, Kennedy, in The Paſitive Man. 


88 Poll of Plymouth was my dear; 
When forc'd from her to go, 
Adown her cheeks rain d many a tear, 
My heart was fraught with woe. 
Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we ſtood, 
The land we fert behind; 
Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 
My ſighs increas'd the wind. 


We plough'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; 

For five long years I had not ſeen 
My ſweet, my bonny bride: 

'That time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake, 

But preſs'd, as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my beart wou'd break. 


The preſs-gang bold I aſk'd in vain, 
Jo let me once on ſhore; 

J long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more: 

And have they torn my love away, 
And is he gone? ſhe cry'd; 

My Polly, ſweeteſt flower of May, 
She languiſh'd, droop'd, and dy'd. 


—_— 


Song by Mr. Banniſter, in The Lord of the Manor. 
Set by Mr. Jackſon. 
EU in an angel's frame, 


| An angel's virtues lay, 
Too ſoon did heav'n aſſert the claim, 
And call'd its own away. 
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My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms, 
Muſt never more return, 
What now ſhall fill thoſe widow'd arms, 


Ah me! my Anna's urn, 


Song, Set by Dr. Arnold. 


| CO Hope, thou queen of endleſs ſmiles, 
Whoſe aid the woes of life beguiles, 


With thee I'll rove, with thee I'll reſt, 
Amidſt thy ſweet enchantments bleſt. 


J feel, I feel thy gladſome ray, 
Dawn on my ſoul, like riſing day, 
My heart no more ſhall feel its care, 
For joyful hope inhabits there, 


Sang by Mr. Arrowſmith, 


— topſails ſniver in the wind, 

The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea, 

But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Is Mary moor'd with thee; 

For though thy ſailor's bound afar, 

Still Iove ſhall be his leading ſtar, 


Should landmen flatter when we've ſail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales, 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
If love breath'd conſtant gales ; 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole, 


Syrens in ev'ry port we meet, 
More fell than rocks or waves, 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves; 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Although we'ye left our hearts with you, 


Theſe 
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Theſe are our cares but if you're kind - 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The power of France and Spain; 

Now England's glory reſts with you, 

Our ſails are full, ſweet girls, adieu. 


A favourite Glee, by Dr. Arne. 


OU aſk me, dear Jack, for an emblem that rife, 
And clearly explains the true medium of life; 
I think I have hit it, as ſure as a gun, 
For a bowl of good punch and the medium are one, 


When lemon and ſugar ſo happily meet, 

The acids correted by mixing the ſweet ; 

The water and ſpirit ſo luckily blend, 

That each from th' extreme does the other defend, 


Then fill up the bowl, hang ſorrow and ſtrife, 

A bumper, my boys, to the medium of life ; 
Which keeps our frail ſtate in a temper that's meet, 
Contented with blending the four with the ſweet, 
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Song, Set by Mr. Jackſon. 


HOY long muſt hapleſs Colin mourn, 
The cold regard of Deliz's eye; 
The heart who fault, alas! is love, 
Can Dclia's ſoftneſs doom to die; 
Sweet 1s thy name to Colin's car, 
Thy beauties are divinely bright; 
In one ſhort hour by Delia's fide 
I paſs whole ages of delight. 


Vet though I lov'd thee more than life, 
Not to diſpleaſe a cruel maid, 
My tongue forbore its fondeſt tale, 
But murmur'd in the diſtant ſhade, 
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What 1 wig ſhepherd wins thy ſmile, 
A joy for which I hourly pine, 

Some ſwain perhaps whoſe fertile vale, 
Whoſe fleecy flacks are more than mine. 


Few are the vales that Colin boaſts, 
And few the flocks thoſe vales that rove; 
I court not Delia's heart with wealth, 
A nobler hribe I offer—loye, 
But ſhoul3 the virgin yield her hand, 
And thoughtteſs wed for wealth alone; 
The choice may make my boſom bleed, 
But ſurely cannot bleſs her own, 


— — — — — 


Tur Sartok's Apvice, A favourite Ballad. 


IS TRESS me with thoſe tears no more, 
One kiſs, my love, and then adieu! 


Ihe laſt boat deſtin'd for the ſhore, 


Waits, deareſt girl, alone for you; 

Soon, ſoon before the light winds borne, 
Shall I be ſever'd from thy fight, 

You left the lonely hours to mourn, 
And weep through many a ſtormy night. 


When far along the reſtleſs deep, 
In trim array the ſhip ſhall ſteer, 
Your form remembrance ſtill ſhall keeps 
Your worth affection till revere; 
And while at diſtance as we roll, 
My love for you. ſhall be increas'd, 
Like as the needle to the pole, 
Which fartheſt off ſtill varies leaſt, 


While round the bowl, the chearful crew 
Shall fing of triumphs on the main, 

My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you, 

Of you alone ſhall be my flrain;. 


And 


ad 
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And when we've bow'd the leaguing foe, 
Revengeful for our country's wrong, 
Returning home my heart ſhall ſhew 
No fiction grac'd my artleſs ſong, 


— —— E — — — 


Sang. Wards by Lord Lyttelcon, 


DIEU to the village delights, 
Which lately my fancy enjoy'd, 
No longer the country invites, 
Lo me all its pleaſures are void; 
Adicu, thou ſweet health-breathing hill, 
Thou canſt not my comfort reſtore, 
For ever, adieu, thou dear vill, 
My Lucy, alas, is no more. 
"Twas ſhe was the cure of my pain, 
My bleſſing, my honour, my pride, 
I never had cauſe to complain, 
Till that fatal day when ſhe dy'd; 
Her eyes that ſo beautiful ſhone 
Are cloſed for ever in ſleep, 
And mine, fince my Lucy is gone, 
Have nothing to do but to weep, 


Could my tears the dear charmer reftore, 
Like a fountain they neyer ſhould ceaſe, 
But Lucy, alas! is no more, 
And I am a ſtranger to peace; 
Let me copy with fervour devout, 
The virtues that glow'd in her heart, 
Then ſoon when life's ſand is run out, 
We ſhall meet again never to part. 


Sorg. The Wordt by D. Garrick, Eſq, 
OR thee my fair a wreath has wove 
Where rival flowers in union meet; 
As oft ſhe kiſs'd this gift of love, 
Her breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet, 


A bee 
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A bee within a damaſk roſe 
Had crept, the nectar'd dew to ſip, 
But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And fixes on Louiſa's lip, 
There tafting all the bloom of ſpring, 
Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May, 
Th' ungrateful ſpoiler left his ſling, 
And with the honey flew away. 


K 
_—_—. 


Song in T he Lord of the Manor, 


HEN ſirſt this humble roof I knew, 
With various cares I ſtrove, 

My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, 
My all of life was love; 

By mutual toil our hoard was dreſs'd, 
'The ſpring our drink beſtow'd, 

But when her lip the brim had preſs'd, 
The cup with nectar flow'd, 

Content and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 
No other gueſt came nigh, 

In them was giv'n, tho' gold was ſpar'd, 
What gold could never buy, 

No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means may prove, 


Tuat from the caſtle to the cot, 
She all of life 1s love. 


Mary's DREAM. A favourite Song, 
HE moon had climb'd the higheſt hill, 


Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And from her eaſtern ſummit ſhed 
Her filver light on tow'r and tree, 
When Mary laid her down to fleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy, far at ſea; 
'Then ſoft and low a voice was hear'd 
Say Mary weep no more for me,” 


1 


She from her pillow gently rais'd 

Her head, to a{k who there might be, 
And ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring ſtand, 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye: 

« O, Mary dear, cold is my clay, 

c« Tt hes beneath a ſtormy ſea ; 

« Far, far from thee I ſleep in death, 
„So Mary weep no more for me. 


« Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days, 
« We toſs'd upon the raging main, 
© And long we {trove our bark to ſave, 
« But all our ſtriving was in vain; 
& F'en then when horror chill'd our blood, 
« My heart was fill'd with love for thee, 
« The ſtorm is paſs'd, and J at reſt, 
« So Mary weep no more for me. 


« O maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 
„We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
Where love is free from doubt or care, 
* And thou and I ſhall part no more.” 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could ſhe ſce, 
But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 


Sweet Mary, weep no more for me.“ 


fy 


Seng, in Summer Amuſement. 


HE wandering ſailor ploughs t!'e main 
A competence in life to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe; 
In hopes when toil and dangers o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 


When winds blow hard and tempeſts roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole, 
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The dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him . 
In hopes when toils and dangers o er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 


When round the bowl the jovial crew 
The early ſcenes of life renew, 
Though each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt ; 

« May we when toil and dangers o'er, 
« Caſt anchor on our native ſhore, 


A favourite Song in the Heireſ?, 
OR tenderneſs form'd in life's early day, 
A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way, 
'The leffon of pity was caught from her eye, 
And ere words were my own I ſpoke with a ſigh. 


The nightingale plunder'd, the mate-widow'd dove, 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 

To youth as it ripen'd, gave ſentiment new, 

The object till changing, the ſympathy true. 

Soft embers of paſſion ſtill reſt in their glow, 

A warmth of more pain may this breaſt never know, 
Or if too indulgent the bleſſing I claim, 

Let the ſpark drop from reaſon that wakens the flame. 


* RE he 


Queen Mary's LAMENTATION. 


I Sigh and lament me in vain, 

'Theſe walls can but echo my moan, 
Alas, it increaſes my pain, 

When I think of the days that are gone; 
Through the grate of my priſon I ſee 

The birds as they wanton in air, 
My heart, how it pants to be free, 

My looks, they are wild with deſpair, 


Above, 


Cy 
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Above, though oppreſs'd by my fate, 


I burn with contempt for my foes ; 
Tho' fortune has alter'd my ſtate, 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe: 
Falſe woman, in ages to come, 
Thy malice deteſted ſhall be, 
And when we are cold in the tomb, 
Some heart ſtill will ſorrow for me. 


Ye roofs, where cold damps and diſmay, 
With ſilence and ſolitude dwell, 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day, 
How ſad tolls the evening bell; 
The owls from the battlements fly, 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around, 
O Mary, prepare thee to die— 
My blood it runs cold at the ſound, 


Tre Rosy Bow. 


HEN] drain the roſy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my ſoul, 

To the Nine I raiſe my ſong, 
Ever fair, and ever-young : 
When full cups my cares diſpel, 
Sober counſel then farewell; 
Let the winds, that murmur, ſweep 
All my ſorrows in the deep. 


When 1 drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

Leads me to delightful bow rs, 
Full of fragrance, full of flow'rs: 
While I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine, 
Then J praiſe Life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, E d, and ſerene. 
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When I drink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fragrance flowing round, 
And ſome lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain: 

When from goblets deep and wide 

I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, 

All my ſoul dl ark one” play, 
Gameſome, with the young and gay. 


AvDvics To SyYLVIA. 


| . ee fair Sylvia, ere wedlock you choofe 
That nothing but death can the bondage unlooſe; 


As fancy directs you may now ſport and play, 
And claſp a new lover with ev'ry new day; 
But then one alone all your beauty obtains, + 


And who'd give her freedom to rattle in chains? 


And who'd give, &c. 


Six months I have lov'd, tis too ſoon to believe 


In man, ſo precarious, and prone to deceive; 
Firſt judge well my temper, my humour, and parts, 
For joining of hands often ſeparates hearts; 
And would you fo ſoon be the joke of the plains? 
Tis madinen alone can be happy in chains, 

*Tis madmen, &c. 


All Colin is worth, ſhall, ſweet Sylvia, be thine, 
My lambkins, my cottage, y kids, and my kine, 
But if you reject a propoſal ſo kind, 
In troth we muſt wait till we're both of a mind, 
And when I perceive no objection remains, 
I'll marry, and joyfully rattle my chains, 

I'll marry, &c, 


Aix. 
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Air. Sung by Mrs. Martyr, in The Farmer. 


Y daddy O, was very good, 
To make me fine he ſpar'd no pelf, 
And ſcrape up money, all he cou'd, 
He'd give it to my bonny ſelf. 


My handſome cap from Dover came, 8 
Some thought from France, ſo gay to ſee, 
Tho? ſigh'd for by each maid and dame, 
Twas not my cap was dear to me. 


Blythe Johnny O, upon his mare, 
Adown the dell his horn rang ſweet, 

e To me preſented puſs the hare, 

©, That o'er the wild thyme ran ſo fleet. 


Tho' Ned a noſegay for my breaſt 
Had brought, no flower more ſweet than he, 
And warbling Will a linnet's neſt, 


Nor flow'rs nor birds were dcar to me, 


So ſoftly on to yonder grove, 

The moon ſo kind the while did blink, 
I ſtole to meet my own true love, 

Yet on falſe love I fell to think. 


The ruftling leaves increaſe my fears, 
A footſtep falls, who can it be? 

Oh joy! my Jemmy now appears, 
And he alone was dear to me. 


—_— — —_ 


n 


Fal DE RAL TIT. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Harlequiz Teague. 


I Learn'd a pretty ſong in France, 

And I brought it o'er the ſea by chance, 
And when in Wapping I did dance, 

Oh! the like was never 2 
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For J made the muſic loud for to play, 

All for to paſs the dull hours away, 

And when I had nothing left for to ſay, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit; tit fal de ra, 


As I was walking down Thames-ſtreet, 
A ſhip-mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet, 
And I was reſolv'd him for to treat 

With a cann of grog, gillio! 
A cann of grog they brought us ſtraight, 
All for to pleaſure my ſhip-mate, 
And ſatisfaction give him ſtraight, 

Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The macaronies next came in, 
All dreſs'd ſo neat, and look'd ſo trim, 
And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb. 
Some was ſhort, and ſome was tall, 
But 'tis very well known that I lick'd them all, 
For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The landlord then aloud did ſay, 
As how he wiſh'd I wou'd go away, 
And 1f I attempted for to ſtay, 
As how he'd take the law : 
Lord d—me, ſays I, you may do your worſt, 
For I've not ſcarcely quench'd my thirſt ; 
All this I ſaid, and nothing worſe, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


It's when I have croſs'd the raging main, 
And be come back to England again, 
Of grog I'll drink galore; | 


With a pretty girl to fit by my fide, 


And for her coſtly robes I'll provide, 


So that ſhe ſhall be ſatisfied, 


Then I ſing fal de ral tit, &c, 
Song 
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Sung by Mrs, Kennedy, at Vauxhall. 


Fl 


IN ſummer when the leaves were green, and bloſſoms 
deck'd each tree, 

Young Teddy then declar'd his love, his artleſs love 
to me; 

On Shannon's flow'ry banks we ſat, and there he told 
his tale — 

O Patty! ſofteſt of thy ſex! O let fond love prevail! 

Ah! well-a- day, you ſee me pine in ſorrow and deſpair, 

Vet heed me not, then let me die, and end my grief 
and care: — | 

Ah! no, dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, ſuch love demands 
my thanks, 

And here I vow eternal truth, on Shannon's flow'ry 
banks, 


And here we vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
banks, | 

And then we gather'd ſweeteſt flow'rs, and play'd ſuch 
artleſs pranks ; 

But woe is me! the preſs-gang came, and forc'd my 
Ned away, 

Juſt when we nam'd next morning {lair to be our 
wedding- day. 

My love, he cried, they force me hence, but ſtill my 
heart is thine; — | | 

All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, while war and 
toil is mine: | 

With riches I'll return to thee -I ſobb'd out words of 
thanks — 

And then he vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
banks, 


And hn he vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
anks, | 

And then I ſaw him fail away, and join the hoſtile 

Tanks; 


E 2 From | 
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From morn to eve, for twelve dull months, his ab- 
ſence ſad I mourn'd— 
The peace was made - the ſhip came back— but Ted- 
dy ne'er return'd! 
His beauteous face, his manly form, has won a no- 


bler fair — 

My Teddy's falſe, and I, forlorn, muſt die in ſad 
deſpair. 

Ye gentle maidens ſee me laid, while you ſtand round 
in ranks, 7 

And plant a willow o'er my head, on Shannon's 
flow'ry banks, 


Arx. Sung by Mr, Edwin, in The Caſtle of Andaluſia, 


Maſter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping dreary dun, 
And he'll get a wife as faſt as he can. 
With a haily, 
Gaily, 
Gambo raily, 
Giggling, 
Niggling, 
Galloping galloway, draggle- tail dreary dun. 
I ſaddled his ſteed, ſo fine and fo gay, 
Galloping dreary dun; 7 
I mounted my mule, and we rode away, 
With our haily, &c, 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

The nightingale long inſtead of the lark, 
With her haily, &c. 


We met with a friar, and aſk'd him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

By the Lord, ſays the friar, you are both aſtray, 
With your haily, &c, 


Our 
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4 Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, | 
* Galloping dreary dun; 3 
f We wander alone, like the babes i' the wood, 5 


With our haily, &c. | 


My maſter's a fighting, and I'll take a peep, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

But now I think better Id better go ſleep, 
With my haily, &c, 


Curio TRIUMPHANT, 


N OW's the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing, and love, and laugh with me: 
Cupid is my theme of ſtory; 

»Tis his godſhip's fame and glory; 

| How all yield unto his law! 

Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 


O'er the grave, and o'er the gay 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play ; 
He makes heroes quit their glory; 
He's the god moſt fam'd in ſtory ; 
Bending them unto his law. 
Ha! ha! hal Sc. 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 
Without pity ——piercing hearts: 
Cupid triumphs over paſtions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions : 
Firmly fix d is Cupid's law. 
Ha / ha ! Ba! Oc. 
Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they re facts twixt me and you: 
Then ye maids, and men, be wary. 
How you meet before you marry. 
Cupid's will is ſolely law. 


— 
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| With all my heart 
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Taye FRIEND AND PITCHER, 
Sung by Mrs, Kennedy, in T he Poor Soldier, 


6 Ra” wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill deſire to grow richer, 


Give me but theſe, I aſk no more, 


My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, my girl fo fair, 

With ſuch what mortal can be richer, 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 

With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve, 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher, 

If that, when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 


My friend ſo rare, &c. 


Though fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what can bewitch her; 
can I be poor, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher? 
My friend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair, 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer, 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


* 
— m 


Song by Mrs. Jordan, in The Pilgrim. 
r hot purſuit, 
With threats to boot, 
Have little to alarm me, 
So war I wage, 
Defy his rage, ; 
And brave whate'er may Larm me. 


He ſtill may ſwear, 
And ſtamp and ſtare, 
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I'll neither fear nor faulter, 
Whate'er may bind, 
5 *Gainſt woman's mind, 
Will prove a rotten halter, 
My miſtreſs flown, 
I'll ſoon be gone: | 
Old Cruſty ſwears he'll tame her: 
For him ſhe loves, 
Abroad ſhe roves, 


In truth I cannot blame her. 


In varied ſhapes, 

Through hair-breadth 'ſcapes, 
Each way he tries to win her: 

She ſcorns reſtraint, 

And ſuch a ſaint 


Would make e en me a ſinner. 
Some trim diſguiſe, 
No doubt ſhe tries, 

I'll follow her example: 
Of faith, of ſkill, 
And wit at wall, 

I'll give *em ſtraight a ſample, 
So ſhe and I 
Will fairly try, 


Whoſe trick or change can blind moſt; 
And fince, old Don, 
You chooſe to run, 


The devil take the hindmoſt. 


- Tur PoWERR or WINE. 


F vain whining lovers their Cupid ſhall prize, 
And boat that his godſhip's deriv'd from the ſkies: 
Tho' divine was the birth of the young God of Love, 
Cur Bacchus, we know, was the ſon of great Jove: 


E 4 Let 


- 
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Tho' all the world drink, 'tis not all the world love. 


Oh, my bonny Bet, ſweet bloſſom, 
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Let us number Love's vot'ries, I think we can prove, 


That tho' all the world drink, 'tis not all the world 


love, } 


When 3 young Cupid o'erwhelms us with 
rief, 

In the abort of Bacchus we ſind ſure relief: 

Tho' Chloe, diſdainful, deny you her charms, 

When glowing with rapture you ruſh to her arms, 

Pay your court to a bumper, and there you will find 

A gay ſmiling miſtreſs, eternally kind. 


Nay, when chilling age, like bleak winter, comes on, 
And the ſunſhine of beauty and Iove ſhall be gone, 
Still conſtant your bumper will ſmile to the end, 
And ſupply both the place of miſtreſs and friend, 

Let us number Love's vot'ries, I think we can prove, 


„ 
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Air, Sung by Mr. Johnſtone, in The Farmer, 


N O more I'll court the town-bred fair, 
Who ſhines in artificial beauty ; 

For native charms without compare, 
Claim all my love, reſpect, and duty, 


Was Ja king ſo proud to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, 
To grace thy faithful lover's boſom, 


Yet aſk me where thoſe beauties lie, 
I cannot ſay in ſmile or dimple; 
In blooming cheek or radiant eye, 
Tis happy nature, wild and ſimple. 
Ob, my bonny Bet, &c. 
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Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 
And ſigh in numbers trite and common; 
Ye gods! one darling wiſh be mine, 
And all J aſk is lovely woman. 
Oh, my bonny Bet, &c. 


Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bowl, 
Like thy bright eye, with pleaſure dancing; 
My heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, 
With rapture ev'ry ſenſe entrancing. 
Oh, my bonny Bet, &c, 


—— 


Foux AND TW ENT FiDLERS. 
A Comic Medley. Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


F and twenty fidlers all in a row, 
Four and twenty fidlers, &c. 
There was fiddle faddle fiddle, and double demi- ſemi 
quibble down below; 
This is my lady's birth-day, 
Therefore we'll keep holiday. 


Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 
Four and twenty drummers, &c. 
And there was I rub a dub, O rub a dub, 
And fiddle faddle fiddle, &c. 


Four and twenty trumpeters all in a row, 
Four and twenty trumpeters, &c. 
There was tantarararo, I rub a dub, O rub a dub, &c, 


Four and twenty coblers all in a row, 
Four and twenty coblers, &c. 


There 2 coblers and ſtop awls, ſtop awls and cob- 
ers, 


And tantarararo, I rub a dub, &c, 
E 5 Four 


— 


deere. 


Four and twenty fencing-maſters all in a row, 
Four and twenty fencing-maſters, &c. 
There was puſh, carte and tierce, down with his heels 
and cut him acroſs, 
Coblers and ſtop awls, ſtop awls and coblers, &c. 


Four and twenty captains all in a row, 
Four and twenty captains, &c. 
There was d—n him, kick him down ftairs, 
Puſh carte and tierce, &c. 


Four and twenty parſons all in a row, 
Four and twenty parſons, &c. 

There was Lord have mercy upon us, 
D—n him, kick him down ſtairs, &c, 


Four and twenty tailors all in a row, 
Four and twenty tailors, &c. 
There was one caught a louſe, another let him looſe; 
Dn his eyes, ſays another, knock him down with 
the gooſe; 
Lord have mercy upon us, &c. 


Four and twenty barbers all in a row, 
Four and twenty barbers, &c. 

There was long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, powder 
and pomatum, two ruffles and never a ſhirt ; 
d—n'd hard times: walk in, your honours— and 
ſhave for a penny. | 

One caught a louſe, &. 


Four and twenty quakers all in a row, 

Four and twenty quakers, cc. 
There was Abram he Hegat Iſaac, and Iſaac begat 
Jacob, and Jacob he open'd his generation box 
— with long wigs, toupees, &c, 


Four and twenty Dutchmen all in a row, 
Four and twenty Dutchmen, &c. 
There was Americanos, Spaniorum, Amſterdam, 
Rotterdam, and d- mnation ſeize them all to- 


gether 


1 


ether—Abram he begat Iſaac, and Iſaac begat 
Rood, and Jacob open'd his generation box, 
with—Long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, powder 
and pomatum, two ruffles and never a ſhirt; 
d—n'd hard times; walk in your honours, and 
ſhave for a penny—One caught a louſe, another 
let him looſe—=D—n his eyes, ſays another, 
knock him down with the gooſe—Lord have 
mercy upon us—D—n him, kick him down 
ſtairs—puſh, carte and tierce; down with his 
heels, and cut him acroſs—Coblers and Rop awls, 
ſtop awls and coblers— Tantarararo, I rub a dub, 
O rub a dub—And fiddle faddle fiddle, and 
double demi-ſemi quibble down below, 
This is my lady's birth-day, 
Therefore we'll keep holiday. 


2 


Seng by Mr. Quick, in The Dueuna. 


5 E Iſaac the nymph who no,beanty can boaſt, 
But health and good-humour to make her his 
toalt ; 


If ſtraight, I don't mind whether ſlender or fat, 
And fix foot or four, we'll ne'er quarrel for that, 
Well neer, Oc. 


Whate'er her complexion I vow I don't care, 
If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 
And tho' in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould ſee, 
Let her ſmile, and each dell is a dimple to me. 
Let her, Se. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 

And her eyes may be—faith, any colour but green; 
For in eyes tho' ſo various the luſtre and hue, 

I ſwear I've no choice, only let her have two. 


w— 2 * 
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% 

*Tis true F'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 

And white teeth I own are genteeler than black; 

A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 

But I only defire—ſhe mayn't have a beard. 
She mayn't, c. 4 


Loxs LIVE THE Kino. Sung by Mr. Incledon, 


Rolex, Britannia's ſons rejoice! 
Sound the trumpet, ſtrike the lyre, 
To ſongs of triumph raiſe your voice, 
Wich heart and hand let all conſpire. 
Long live the King long live the King 
Long live the King, this iſle to bleſs, 
May every year new Vieſings bring, 
May every hour his joys 3 
In vain aſſaſſins raiſe the hand 5 
Againſt the ſacred royal breaſt, 
The genias guardian of our land, 
The pointed ſteel will ſtill arreſt, 
Long live the King, Oc. 
Britannia, hear a people's voice! 
Protect great George, prolong his reign, 
So ſhall thy loyal ſons rejoice, 
And treaſon aim her ſhaft in vain. 
i Long live the King, c. 


Taz PRIESsr's Apvice, Sung by Mr. Wilſon. 


OU know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience 
is mine; 
But if you grow wicked, its not a good ben 
So leave off your raking, and marry a wife, 
And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life, 
Sing Ballynamono, oro, 
A good merry wedding for me, The 
5 


— . — —— 
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The banns being publiſh'd, to chapel we go, 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſnowy 
So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 
You out with your ring, and I pull out my book, 
Sing Ballynamono, oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


I thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
She bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey. 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
I ſhut up my book, and I pocket your gold, 
Sing, &c. 
That ſnug little guinea for me. 


* 


SONG. 


8¹⁴ V, u hy ſhou'd my brow wear the ſcowl of deſpair? 
Or, why ſhould my boſom be troubled with care? 
To be cheerful's my maxim, ſince life at the beſt, 
Sage philoſophers long ſince declar d it a jeſt. 


Chill ſorrow to baniſh, is eaſy (don't doubt it) 
But though many know how, there's but few ſet about it; 
'This art to each mortal, kind nature has lent, 
Wou'd they try but to uſe it, tis nought but content. 


The glow of compaſſion, and ſympathy's tear: 
'Th' emotion ariſing from friendſhip ſincere, 
Are pleaſures which heav'n to few has aſſign'd, 
Only found in a feeling and ſenſible mind. 


That all pleaſure conſiſts in idea we know, 
'Then whatever can happen to man here below, 


If it pleaſes is welcome, and as for the reſt, 
My friend, CAN DID“ declares it is all for the beſt, 


At the troubles and cares of mankind then I'll laugh, 
And from pleaſure's full bowl, boys, I'll jovially quaff; 
Nor ne'er ſhall my boſom be troubled with care, 
Nor ever my brow wear the ſcowl of deſpair, 


Song 
Voltaire. 
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Song in The Medley. 


IVE round the word, diſmount, diſmount, 
While echoed by the ſprightly horn; 
'The toils and pleaſures we recount 
Of this ſweet health-inſpiring inorn. 


CHnorRvus. 


*Twas glorious ſport, none e'er did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand, 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Actæon been the ſtag, 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace ; 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 


The hounds were out and ſnuff'd the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed ſpot, 
But pleas'd they heard a layer, a layer, 
And preſently drew on the ſlot. . 
'Tawas glorious port, &c. 


And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 


The deep-mauth'd hounds begin to bawl, 
And echo note for note repeats, 


While ſprightly horns reſound a call. 
Twas glorious ſport, &C, 


And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 
And while ware-haunch the huntſman cries, 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 


He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies, 
'Tavas glorious ſport, &C, 


Ain, 


E | 
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Arr. By Mrs. Mountain, in The Farmer. 


Sq gently tell my love, 
You have brought home his dove; 


Say poor Louiſa now flies to her mate. 
How ſmooth the ocean! 

How ſwift our motion! 

He was my haven, and abſence my fate! 


Vet her, lambs ſtraying, 
Thro' the meads playing, 
Cropping wild flow'rs on the precipice brink z 
Joys ſurrounding, 
Sporting, bounding, 
Ne'er on ſond Phillis the wanton will think. 


2 — 


Song in the Choice of Harlequin. 


A® you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 
And in wedlock's ſoft hammock to ſwing every 
night, 
If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhould prove, 
Fill your ſails with affection, your cabbin with love. 
| Fill your ſails, &C, 


Let your heart, like the main-maſt, be ever upright, 
And the union you boaſt, like your tackle, be tight; 
Of the ſhoals of indiff*rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near. 

And the quickſands, &c. 


If huſbands e'er hope to live peaceable lives, 

They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to their 
wives; | 

For the evener we go, boys, the better we ſail, 

And on ſhip-board the helm is till rul d by the tail. 


And on /hipbeard, &c. 
\ Then 
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Then liſt to your pilot, my boy, and be wiſe; 

If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 

A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 

And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn. 
And a hundred, &c- 


* 


Song in The Agreeable Surpriſe, 

1 virgin lily of the night, 

Aurora finds in tears; 
But ſoon, in coif of native white, 

Her fragrant head ſhe rears: 
No longer droops, diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 

But freſh and blithe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 

And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ſtreams of noble ſource, 
'That miles in darkneſs flow, 
Emerging in their devious courſe, 
| Tranſlucent beauties ſhew, 
O'er golden ſands they gently glide, 
Unruffled with the gale, x 
Reflecting heav'n with ſplendid pride, 
As rolling through the vale, 


Song. Written by Mr. O'Keefe, 


ILLOW, thou regal purple ſtream, 
Tinted by the ſolar beam; 
In my goblet ſparkling riſe, 
Cheer my heart, and glad my eyes: 
My brain, aſcend on fancy's wing, 
»Noint me, wine, a jovial king. 
While I live, Ill lave my clay; 
When I'm dead and gone away, 
Let my thirſty ſubjects ſay, 
A month he reign'd, and that was May! 
| Song 
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Song by Mr. Johnſtone, in The Farmer, 


HARMING village-maid, 
If thou wilt be mine, 
In gold and pearls array'd, 
All my wealth is thine; 
For gold is droſs to me; 
Ev'n nature's beauties fade, 
If not enjoy'd with thee, 
My charming village-maid. 
Had I yon ſhepherd's care 
Your lambs to feed and fold, 
The dog-ſtar's heat I'd bear, 
And winter's piercing cold: 
Or ſuch my lot ſhou'd be, 
At harrow, flail, or ſpade, 
Well pleas'd I'd toil for thee, 
My charming village-maid, 
This morn at early dawn, 
J had a hedpe roſe wild, 
Its ſweets erfüm'd the lawn, 
"Twas ſportive nature's child! 
To grace my gay parterre, 
ranſplanted from the glade, 
Sweet emblem of my fair, 
My charming village-maid. 


NC 


—— — nara——_ 


Song by Mrs, Martyr, in Sherwood Foreſt, 


9 ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 
And bright dew-drops impearl the flowers ſo 


With arrows 2 pointed we go. 


See Sol now ariſes in ſplendor ſo bright; 


To Pæan, for Phoebus who leads to delight, 
All glorious illumin'd now riſes to ſight ; 
"Tis he, boys, is god of the bow. 


3 gay, 

| Sound, FS. þ my ſtout archers, ſound horns, and away, 
e 

| Freſh 
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Freſh roſes we'll offer at Venus's ſhrine; 
Libations we'll pour to Bacchus divine; 


While mirth, love, and pleaſure, injunction combine, 


For archers, true ſons of the game, 
Bid ſorrow adieu, in ſoft numbers we'll ſing; 
Love, friendſhip, and beauty make the air rin 


Wiſhing health and ſucceſs to our country - king; 


Encreaſe to their honour and fame, 


_—_— 


— — 


Air. Sung by Mrs, Mattocks, in The Farmer, 


1 hear a ſweet goldfinch's ſonnet, 
This morning I put on my bonnet, 
But ſcarce in the meadow, pies on it! 
When the captain appears in my view; 
J felt an odd ſort of ſenſation, 
My heart beat in ſtrange palpitation, 
I bluſn'd like a pink or carnation, 
When ſays he, my dear, . how d'ye do? 


The dickins, ſays I, here has popp'd him, 
I thought to ſlip by, but I ſtopp'd him, 
So my very bel curtſy I dropt him; 

With an air then he took off his hat; 
He ſeem'd with my perſon enchanted, f 
He ſqueez d my hand, how my heart panted! 
He aſk'd for a kiſs, and I granted, 

And, pray now, what harm was in that? 


Says I, Sir, for what do you take me? 

He ſwore a fine lady he'd make me, 

No demn kim! he'd never forſake me, 
And then on his knee he flopp'd down; 

His handkerchief, la! ſmelt ſo ſweetly, 


His white teeth he ſhew'd ſo compleatly. 


He manag'd the matter fo neatly, 
I ne'er can be kiſs'd by a clown, 


Song 
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Song in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 
| Pain my dear ſwain, no youth you'd ice, 
So blithe ſo gay, ſo full of glee; 
In all our village, who but he 
To foot it up ſo featly? 
His lute to hear, 
From far and near, 
Each female came, 
Both girl and dame; 
And all his boon, 
For ev'ry tune, 
To kiſs em round ſo ſweetly, 


While round him in the jocund ring, 
We nimbly danc'd, he'd play or ſing; 
Of May the youth was choſen king, 
He caught our ears ſo neatly. 
Such muſic rare, 
In his guittar! 
But touch his lute, 
The croud was mute: 
His only boon, 
For ev'ry tune, 
To kiſs em round ſo ſweetly, 


8 


Sang by Mr. Banniſter. 


HAT a charming thing's a battle; 
Trumpets ſounding, 1 a beating; 
Crack, crick, crack, the cannons rattle; 
Every heart with joy elating! 
With what pleaſure are we ſpying, 
From the front, and from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoaky air, 
Heads and limbs, and bullets flying! 
Then the groans of ſoldiers dying, 
Juſt like ſparrows, as it were. 


At 


—_—— 
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At each pop, 
Hundreds * 
While the muſkets, prittle prattle; 
Kill'd and wounded 
Lie confounded; 
What a charming thing's a battle! 


But the pleaſant joke of all, 

Is when to cloſe attack we fall, 

Like mad bulls each other butting, 

Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, cutting; 
Horſe and foot, 
All go to't; 

Kill's the word, both men and cattle ; 

Then to plunder; 
Blood and thunder, 


What a charming thing's a battle! 


— 


Song in The Maid of the Oaks, 


S ſing round my fav'rite tree, 

Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove; 

Twas the haunt of my ſhepherd and me; 
And the bark is the record of love, 


Reclin'd on the turf by my fide, 
He tenderly pleaded his cauſe; 
I only with bluſhes reply'd, 
And the nightingale fill'd up the pauſe. 


Song by Mr. Edwin, in the Caſtle of Andalufia. 


Soldier I am for a lady: 


What beau was e'er arm'd completer? 


When face to face, 
Her chamber the place, 
I'm able and willing to meet her. 


| Gad's curſe! my dear laſſes, I'm ready 
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"To give ye all ſatisfaction; 


I'm the man, a 
Eor the crack of your fan, 
Tho' I die at your feet in the action. 
Vour bobbins may beat up a row dow dow, 
Your lap-dog may out with his bow wow wow; 
The challenge 1s love, 
I take up the glove, 
Though I die at your feet in the action. 


f . 
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Song in the Agreeable Surpriſe. 


APPY, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy or care; 
Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love! & 


By the brook, beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, 
Cheerful ſtrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and loye. 


Say, ye proud, ye rich, and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate, 6 
Real pleaſures can ye prove? 


No; *tis found in rural love. 


Song in Summer Amuſement, 


He! hard our hapleſs lot appears, 
As virgin, or as wife! 
Reſtrain'd in all our early years. 
Diſtreſs'd in later life! 
If fond affeRtion warms our hearts, 
Too oft unfeeling man, 
From faith, from truth, from love departs, 
And triumphs where he can. 


— ——— — — —2—ↄ— - 


— — — — — — 


94 THE BULL INC E. 


Song by Mr. Johnſtone, in The Farmer, 
HY bright are the joys of the table, 


I mean when the cloth is temov'd ? 
Our hearts are faſt held by a cable, 
While around the decanter is ſhov'd, 
The ladies all riſe to retire, 
We ſtand up and look very grave; 
A bumper, then draw round the tire, 
Determin'd like ſouls to behave, 


My ſervant he knows I'm a toper; 
«« Clean glaſſes, of wine a recruit!“ 
He brings in a fix-bottle cooper, 
And places it cloſe at my foot. 
I gingerly take up a bottle, 
he ſaw-duſt I puff from his coat; 
The cork out, he ſings in the throttle, 
But ſweeter than Mara his note! 


«« What gentleman coffee now chuſes? 
The compliment comes from the fair: 
No gentleman coffee refufes, 
But not a man ſtirs from his chair. 
Tho' Frenchmen may do fo, I bar it, 
With Britiſh politeneſs I think; 
While Monſieur we thank for his claret, 
He never ſhall teach us to drin!:, 


Gay Hebe now ſhews in Apollo, 


A ſtruggle 'twixt Claret and wit; 
For Bacchus inſiſts he ſhall ſwallow 
Six bumpers before he may fit. 
Ye fair, why ſo ill ſhould we treat you, 
To part ere the bottle is won? 
At ſupper Apollo ſhall meet you, 
And ſhew you what Bacchus has done, 


| 


Song 
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Song by Mrs. Banniſter, in Sherawoad Foreft, 


Travers'd Judah's barren ſand, 

At beauty's altar to adore; 

But there the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters were no more, 


In Greece, the bold imperious mien, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 

Bade love's devotion not be ſeen 
Where conſtancy is ever nigh. 


From thence to Italy's fair ſhore, 
I bent my never-cealing way, 
And to Loretto's temple bore 
A mind devoted {till to pray, 


But there, too, Superſtition's hand 
Had ficklied ev'ry feature o'er, 

And made me ſoon regain the land, 
Where beauty fills the weſtern ſhore, 


Where Hymen, with celeſtial pow'r, 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn; 

Where purelt virtue ſports the hour 
That uſhers in each happy morn, 


Ye daughters of old Alhion's iſle, 
Where'er I go, where'er I ſtray, 


O Charity's ſweet children ſmile, 
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Jo chear a pilgrim on his way. 


Tur CHARMING FELLow. 
Song in the Agreeable Surprize, 
ORD what care I for mam or dad? 
Why let them ſcold and bellow ! 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow, 


5 
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The laſt fair-day, on yonder green, 
The youth he danc'd ſo well-o, 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charming fellow, 


The fair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow, 
Says he, my dear, I'll ſee you home, 
I thank'd the charming fellow. 


We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, my ſweeteſt Nell-o, 

III kiſs you here by this good light, 
Lord, what a charming fellow! 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath! 
Ye bells ring out my knell- o; 
Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death 


ith ſuch a charming fellow, 


* — — - . 


Sung at the Royalty Theatre, in the Burletta of i 
and Leander, by Maſter Braham. 


WEETEST pleaſures, never ceaſing, 
Bleflings which the Gods preſent; 
Joys, with length of years increaſing, 
Roſy health, and ſweet content; 
Await the fair, and deck the youth, 


United in the bands of truth, — 


And when Old Time, with ſolemn pace, 
Shall call, to tell them, both muſt die; 
Touch'd, as he views their fond embrace, 
He'll bleſs them firſt, then paſs them by. 
| Sweeteſt pleaſures, c. 


Song 
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Song in Artaxerxes. !k 
13 not rage, thy boſom firing, | | 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 9 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love, 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt; 
Nor, with rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt, ty 
Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 1 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: | 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 1 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. : o 
Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, | , 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 1 
I, alas! at once have loſt 1 
Father, brother, lover, friend! 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


— — — — — 


” 


Song in Midas. 


H 's as tight a lad to ſee to, 

As er ſtepp'd in leather ſhoe; 

And what's better, he loves me too, 
And to him I'Il prove true- blue. 


Though my ſiſter caſts an hawk's eye, 
I defy what ſhe can do; 

He o'erlook'd the little doxy, 
I'm the girl he means to woo, 


F Hither 
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Hither I ſtole out to meet him; 
He'll no doubt my ſteps purſue, 

| If the youth prove true, I'll fit him, 
If he's falſe I'll fit him too. 


COTE 


| Tu DusT CarRT. favourite Cantata, 
ReciTarTive. 


A tink'ring Tom thro” ſtreets his trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by: 

In duſt-cart high advanc'd, the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt: 
Tom, with uplifted hands, th' occaſion bleſs'd, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maid addreſs'd. 


AIR, 
O, Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
'To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts; 
You take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts ; 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And divells among the duſt with you; 
And dwells among the duſt with you; 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again; 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again. 


| RECITATIVE. 2 
Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, | 

Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about: 1 

She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, | 

And look'd diſdain on little folks below : 16 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, } 

And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop John. LE 

A1R . | q 

Shall I, who ride above the reſt, | F 

Be by a paltry crowd oppreſt? | 


Ambition 


2 
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Ambition now my ſoul does fire; 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duft-cart; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart, 


F AF” _ — 


THe WonDERFUL OLtD Man. 


HERE was an old man, and though it's not 
common, 
Yet, if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 
And though its incredible, yet I've been told 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old! 


Whene'er he was hungry, he'd long for ſome meat, 
And, if he could get it, twas ſaid he would eat; 
When thirſty he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 
And his liquor, moſt commonly, ran down his throat, 


He ſeldom or ever could ſee without light, 

And yet, I've been told, he could hear in the night; 
He has oft been awake in the day-time, tis ſaid, 
And has fallen aſleep as he lay in his bed. 


*Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he talk'd, 
And he ſtirr'd both his arms and his legs when he 
walk'd; | 
And in go was ſo odd, had you ſeen him you'd 
urſt, 
For one leg or t'other would always be firſt. 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 
For if *twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean; 
He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he happen'd to grin, 


And his mouth {tood acroſs, twixt his noſe and his 
= chin, 


F2 Among 
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Among other ſtrange things that befel this good yeo- 
man, | 

He was married, poor ſoul, and his wife was a woman; 

And unleſs by that har, Miſs Fame, we're beguil'd, 

We may roundly affirm he was never with child, 


At laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 


And then, as folks ſay, he was not very well; 
But what was more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 
As he could not give fees, he could get no phyſician, 


What pity! he died; yet 'tis ſaid that his death 

Was occafion'd at laſt by a ſtoppage of breath; 

But peace to his bones that in aſhes now moulder ! 

Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a day older. * 


| 22 17 * . 
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Song in T he Cuſtom of the Manor, = Mg 
5 


HEN the roſe is in bud, and blue violets blow, 
And the birds ſing us love ſongs from every 
bough, | 
When cowlſlips, and daiſies, and daffodils ſpread, - 
Adorning, perfume the flowery mead, 
Our cleanly milk-pail 
Is fill'd with brown ale; 
Our table, our table's the graſs: 
There we fit and we ing, | 
And we dance in a ring, / 
And every lad has his laſs ; - 
There we ſit and we ſing, and we dance in a ring, 0 
And every lad, every lad has his laſs. 


When without the plough the fat oxen do low, 0 
The lads and the laſſes a ſheep-ſhearing go; j 


Our ſhepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly fleece, 


How much richer than that which they ſay was in 
Greece! 2 
Tis 
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*Tis our cloth, and our food, 
And our politic blood; 
»Tis the ſeat which our nobles fit on: 
Tis a mine above ground, 
Where our treaſure's all found; 
Tis the gold, and the filver of Britain; 
*Tis a mine above ground, where our treaſurc's alt 
found, f 


*Tis the gold, and the ſilver of Britain. 


— 


Song. Set by Mr, Bates. 
HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be 


ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauties have loſt 
And all nature difrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt ; 
When the peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhiv*ring with cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow ; 
And the innocent flock run for ſhelter to fold, 
With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow, 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtraw, 
And ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 

When the neat-looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice which ſhe finds on her cream ; 

When the blythe country laſs, as freſh as a roſe, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips, often {lides ; 

And the ruſtick laughs loud, if in falling ſhe ſhows 
Thoſe charms which her modeſty hides, 


When the lads and the laſſes, for company join'd, 
As round the hall embers they ſat, | 
Talk of witches and fairies, that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts till they're all of a ſweat; 
F 3 When 


LAS LES ——— uy — — 


r ˙ Ay ̃ ͤòwuüœ Pr em SUBSE 1 a 


102 THE BULLoFINCH. 


When the birds to the barn-door come hov'ring for 
food, 
Or ſilently ſit on the ſpray; 
And the poor timid hare then in vain ſeeks the wood, 
For faithleſs her footſteps betray. 


Heaven grant in- that ſeaſon, it may be my lot, 
With the girl that I love and admire, 
When the 1ficles bang to the eave of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire; 
There i in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 
e may live in e each other ſecure, 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 


But thoſe which each other can cure. 


SONG. 
AS TE, haſte; Amelia, gentle fair, 
To ſoft Elyſian gales; 
From ſmoke to ſmiling ikies repair, 
And ſun-illumin'd vales : 
No fighs, no murmurs, haunt the grove, 
But bleſſings crown the plains; 
Here calm contentment, heav*n-born maid, 
And peace, the cherub, reigns, 


Oh, come! for thee the roſes bloom, 
The deep carnation grows; 

For thee ſweet violets breathe perfume, 
The white-rob'd lily blows; 

For thee their ſtreams the Naiads roll, 
The daiſied hills are gay, 

Where (emblems of Amelia's ſoul) 
The ſpotleſs lambkins play. 


From vale to vale the zephyrs rove, 

To rob th' unfolding flowers; 
And muſic melts in ev'ry grove, 
To charm thy rural hours: 


The 
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The warbling lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Exerting all his pride, 

Will ſtrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 
Who pleaſes , all beſide. 


— 8 


Song. Set by Dr. Arne. 


E true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, 

Whoſe fires were ſo brave, ſo victorious, and f 

free, ; 

Who always beat France when they took her in hand, 

Come 3j Join, honelt Britons, in chorus with me; 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me 


Let us ſing our on treaſures, Old England's al 3 

Cheer, | 
The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; N 
Your wine-tippling, dram-ſipping fellows retreat, N 
But your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat. 7 


Let us. ſing, &c. 


The French, with their yineyards, are meagre and 
pale, 4 
They drink of the ſqueezing of half-ripen'd fruit; f 
But we, who have hop- grounds to mellow our ale, 
Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot, 
Let us ſing, &c. 


Should the French dare invade us thus arm'd with our 
We ng oo their bare ribs, make their lantern j Jaws 
For 3 beer-drinking Britons are ſouls, 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their country and 
Wee &c, 
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Tres YELLow-Haik'd Lappie, 


N _ when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 

| 1 And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the fwain, 

Wh The yellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go, 

| To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn-trees 
| 5 | 

| There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 

With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn: 

He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans and fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus faid : Tho' young Molly be fair, 

Her beauty is dafh'd with a ſcornful proud air; 

But Suſy is handſome, and ſweetly can ſing, | 
Her _ like the breeze, gives perfumes to the 

ring, 

There's . in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon is inconſtant, and never ſpeaks t ruth: 

But Suſy is faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 

And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 


My lady's fine daughter, with all her great dower, 

Is aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour ; | 

But Suſy, who knows neither riches nor ſcorn, 

Is mild as the bluſhes that paint the new morn : 

Ah! friends, how delighted, how bleſt ſhould I be, 
W. Would my Suſy but ſmile, and her parents agree; 
Wi What more could I wiſh for?—My Suſy's the whole, 
[ 'The joy of my eyes, and the pride of my ſoul, 


A fawourite Two Part Song. 


HEN Phœbus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 


W 


When the antling ſtag is rouz d with the ſound, [1 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, i 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain! 4 
But ftill we purſue and now come in view of the glo- 4 


O, ſee 


rious game, 


8 
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O, ſee how again he rears up his head, 

And winged with fear he redoubles his ſpeed: 

But, oh! *tis in vain that he flies, 

That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the cries : 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants, till with well-ſcented hounds ſurround- 
ed he dies, 


Song. Set by Dr. Arne. 


8 wilt thou waſte thy prime, 
Stranger to the joys of love? 
Thou haſt youth, and that's the time 
Every minute to improve: 
Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton girls and boys 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Infant's prate, and mother's joys ? 


Only view that little dove, 
Softly cooing to his mate; 
As a further proof of love, 
See her for his kiſſes wait: 
Hark! that charming nightingale, 
As he flies from ſpray to ſpray, 


Sweetly tunes an am rous tale, 


Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, 
I love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy ſoul reveal 


But the leaſt, the thouſandth part, , 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 


In a mutual change of heart ; 
Then, repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, 

Virgin-fears, from hence remove! 
All the time is thrown away, 
All the time is thrown away, 

'That we do not ſpend in love, 


'B 


205 THE BULL-FINCH, 


Tarr SAILOR's RETURN. 
Set by Dr. Arne, In Thomas and Sally. 


wo fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 

And with my hand beſtow my heart, 


She, Let ladies prudiſhly deny, 

Look cold, and give their thoughts the lie; 
I own the paſſion i in my breaſt, 

And long to make my lover bleſt, 


He, For this the ſailor, on the maſt, 
Endures the cold and cutting blaſt; 

All dripping wet, wears out the night; 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


She, For this the virgin pines, and ſighs, 

With throbbing 3 and ſtreaming eyes, 
Till ſweet reverſe of joy ſne proves, 

And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 


Beth. Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind; 

Protect their beauty from alarms, 

And they'll repay you with its charms, 
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Song, Set by Dr. Boyce. | 5 


3 


AIL no more, ye learned aſſes, 1 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies; | 

Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 

Fill 'em higher till, and higher, 

Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 

Sipping quenches all our fire, 


Bumpers light it up again, 


— — 


Draw 
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Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy; 

We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ : 

Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 

And when Death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage, 


—— — 


| Song. The Wards from Shakeſpeare, 
OME, live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 

That hills and vall:2s, dales and fields, 

And all the craggy mountain yields: 

There we will {it upon the rocks, 

And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks,, 

Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls 

Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


There will J make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

A cap of flowers with a girdle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle; 
A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull: 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my love. 
Fur-lined ſlipper for the cold, 

With buckles of the pureſt gold; 


A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 


And coral claſps and filver ſtuds: 

The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight each May morning : 

If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 
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Song in Comus. 


OW Phcebus ſinketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt; 

Midnight ſhouts 8 revelry, 

Tipſy dance and jollity; 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 

Dropping odours, dropping wine; 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 

Dropping odours, dropping wine. 

Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And advice with ſcrup'lous head; 

Strict age, and ſour ſeverity, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie; 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And flow'rs were fair to ſee; 

When Mary was complete ifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 

Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, 

1 Gang down the burn, my gentle love, 
« And ſoon I'll follow thee,” 

Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn fide; 

And Mary was a bonny laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride; 

Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her eyes were azure blue, 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. - 

What paſs'd, I gueſs was harmleſs play, 
re a nothing, ſure,, unmeet! 


For ganging home, I heard them ſay, 
d a walk ſo ſweet! 


They lik 
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His cheek to her's he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, * Sweet love, be true; 
«© And when a wife, as now a maid, 


To death I'll follow you.“ 


— 


Song. Set by Dr. Arne. 


O more the feſtive train I'll join! 
Adieu! ye rural ſports, adieu! 
For what, alas! have griefs like mine 
With paſtimes or delights to do? 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove, 
But I am all deſpair and love, 


Ah well-a-day! how chang'd am I! 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 
So ſoft my ſtrains, the herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed ; 
But now my ſtrains no longer move, 
"They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
The faireſt once upon the Lea; 
No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 
The ſhepherds mourn to ſee them rove; 
'They aſk the cauſe, I anſwer, love, 


Neglected love firſt taught my eyes 
With tears of anguiſh to o'erflow; 
*Tis that which fill d my breaſt with ſighs, 
And tun'd my pipe to notes of woe; 
Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, 
Diſpers'd my flocks, and broke my heart, 
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Song in Love in a V, illage. 


HE honeſt heart whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 

Need neither fortune's trowning fear, 

Nor court the harlot's ſmile, 
The greatneſs that would make us graye, 

Is 4 an empty thing; 
What more than mirth would mortals have? 

The chearful man's a king! 


Song in Mather Shipton, 


O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloe's face, 
Honey upon her cheek ſhe laid, 
And bid me kiſs the place. 


Pleas'd I obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart; 

The honey on my lips I found, 
The ſting within my heart, 


Song in Cymon, 


ET awhile, ſweet fleep, deceive me- 
Fold me in thy downy arms, 
Let not care awake to grieve me, 


Lull it with thy potent charms, 


I, a turtle, doom'd to ftray, 
Quitting young the parent's neſt, 

Find each bird a bird of prey; - 
Sorrow knows not where to reſt, 


Ops 
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Op ror Lonp-Maryor's Dar. 
RECITATIVE. 


RITONS, attend; I fing in merry lay, 

The feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-Mayor's Day: 
What ſurfeits caught, what feeding when they dine; 
What ſober citizens get drunk by nine; 

What fights are ſeen; what rattling, fuſs, and noiſe, 
Of coaches, carts, men, women, girls, and boys, 8 
Who ſtreets, bulks, windows, tops of houſes throng,. 
To view his lordſhip paſs in ſtate along. 


AlR. 
O London is a fine Town, c.) 


Oh! lord-mayor's ſhow, ſo brave and gay, does 
honour to the city; 

And old and young, and rich and poor, muſt own 
tis vaſtly pretty, 

To ſee the gilded coach and fix, and man in armour 
ride, 

In pomp and ſplendour, from Guildhall, unto the 
water- ſide. | 

And when in barges cloſely pent, ſuch plenty of good. 
cheer, 

What pity 'tis ſo fine a ſight ſhould come but once a 
year! a 

O lord-mayor's ſhow, ſo brave, &c. 


RECITATIVE. 


The buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 

The mob diſpers d, 'T'o Dinner's” all the cry. 
With haſten'd ſteps, as keeneſt hunger calls, 
The ſtarv'd mechanicks ſeck their diff rent halls; 
At the full-groaning board each takes his ſeat, 
With brandiſh'd knife and fork prepar'd to eat. 


Alx. 
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AIR, 
{Ghofts of every Occupation. 
Cits of ev'ry Occupation, 
Ev'ry age and ev'ry ſtation, 
Parſons, juſtices of quorum, 
All with napkins tuck'd before em 
Preſs to have their plates fill'd firſt, 
With the victuals here ſuch work is 
Snatching turtles, geeſe, and turkies, 
Hares with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſecakes, cuſtards, tarts, and jellies ; 
Bawling, ſwearing, 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puffing, 
Licking, ſtuffing, 
Juſt as if they all would burſt, 


RECITATIVE. 
Their proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 
The diſhes empty'd and the cloth remov'd; 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 
And toaſts and bumpers every where prevail; 


Some talk, ſome laugh, ſome ſmoke, ſome ſnoring lie, 
And ſome with jovial fongs old care defy, 


| AIR, 
Come hither, my Country Squire, fc.) 


Come fill the glaſs to the brink; 
Briſk wine ſoon away ſorrow drives : 

Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 
Confuſion to bailiffs and wives, 


CHoRus. 


Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, and joking, 
Such guzzling here you ſee; 
The buck and furr'd gown together fit down, 


And all are good company, 


AIR, 
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AIR. 


To enjoy life while we may, 
I'll prove from the ſcripture, is right; 
Old Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all day, 
And lie with his doxy at night, 


CHORUS, 
Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, and joking, &. 
RECITATIVE. 


But ſoon the luſcious grape too potent grows; 
Mirth and good-humour turn to words and blows; 
Now rogue and cuckold through the hall reſound, 
And wigs and canes, and cravats ſtrew the ground; 
Till bright Aurora rears her roſy head, 

And bids the noiſy crew reel home to bed. 


AIR. | 
(There was a jovial Beggar, Se. 


Let heroes, both by land and ſea, 
Their deeds in battle boaſt ; 
They only fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the moſt. 

Then a guttling we will go, will go, will go; 
Then a guttling we will go, 
In ſtory we are told of one 
An ox flew with his fiſt; 
Then at a meal he ate him up, 
Gods! what a glorious twiſt! 
Then a guttling, &c. 


If then good eating's ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Briton's prayer, 
« God bleſs the court of aldermen, 
« 'The ſheriffs and lord-mayor, 
When a guttling they do go, do go, do go; 
« When a guttling they do go.“ 


Tas 
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Tar RoasT BRET or OLD ENGLAND. 

A Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of the inte 

genious Mr. Hogarth. | 
RECITATIVE, 


I WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, Madam Granfire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe that way took; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd ſir-loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good Father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beſtow'd: 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 
He lick'd his chops, and thus the knight addreſs'd, 
Alx. 
A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, c. 
O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, : 
If I were doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd, 
Should from my fury ſave thee. 
Renown'd fir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad; 
On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs, and ſallad! 
| ReciTATIVE, 
A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier pale and lean, 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. * 
; 13, 
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His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And jn ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole: 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief: 
AIR. 
{Foot's Minuer. } 
Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar, it is the roaſt beef from Londre; 
Oh grant to me von lettle hite, 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies ; 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 


Return and let me feaſt my eyes. 
© RECITATIV.E. 

His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray 
From 'Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeit means to gain his daily bread : 
Soon as the well known proſpect he deſcry'd,, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd; 


AlR, 
Ellen a Roon. ) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that how cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, 
My joy, that ſo light is, 
To view thee by pailfuls run out at my eyes. 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 


Ah hard-hearted Loui! 
Why d1d I come to you? 


The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me from 


ſtarving. 
REecIiTATIVE., 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fate, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 


But 
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But when old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear-lov'd mull, alas! was thrown afide: 
With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe, 


AlR, 


(T he Broom of Cowgden-knows, ) 


How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late, 

To fee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger 1s ſo great! 


O the beef! the bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 
I wiſh I had a lice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down! 


Ah Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
I would the De'el had pick'd mine e en, 
Ere I had gang'd wi' thee, 
O the beef! &c. 


RECTITrArIvE. 


But ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty, ſocially unite; 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known. 
Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhall ring, 

In ruſtick fable give me leave to ſing. 


Al. 


As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox graſing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his fize he could quickly attain, . 
O the roaſt beef of old England, 
And O the old Engliſh coaſt beef. 


Then 
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Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame,” 
O the roaſt beef, Sc. 
But deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
*Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him burſt, 
| O the roaſt beef, Oc. 
Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The ox is old England, the frog is Monſieur, 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the roaſt beef, c. 
For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
To ſee the 95 -loin ſmoaking hot on our table, 
The French may e'en burſt like the frog in the fable, 
O the roaſt beef of old England, 
And O the old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


N 
1 
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Song. Set by Mr. Feſting. 


1 morning freſh, the ſun in the eaſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling day; 
The morning freſh, the ſun in eaſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling day; 
The lark forſakes his dewy neſt, 
The fields around are gaily dreſs'd: 
Ariſe, my love, and play, and play; 
Ariſe, my love, and play. 


e, 


Come forth, my fair, come forth, bright maid, 
And bleſs thy ſhepherd's ſight; 
Come forth, &c, 
Lend ev'ry folded flow'r thy aid, 
Unveil the roſe's bluſhing ſhade, 
And give them ſweet delight; 


| 


ö 
: 
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Thy preſence makes all nature ſmile, 

Thoſe ſmiles your charms improve; 
Thy preſence, &c. 

Thy ftrains the liſt'ning birds beguile, 

And, as invite, reward their toil, 
And tune their notes to love; 
And tune, &c, 


Beneath the fragrant hawthorn- tree, 
The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine; 

Beneath the fragrant hawthorn-tree, 
The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine; 

Ere other eyes ye beauties ſee, 

'Then on my brows adorn'd ſhall be; 
Thy happy fate be mine, be mine; 
Thy happy fate be mine, be mine. 


A NEW SoNG. 


HEY that would contentment find, 
Muſt poſſeſs a chearful mind; 
Be their fortune what it may, 
*Tis their int'reſt to obey, 
*Tis a folly to deſpair, 
Tho? oppreſt with grief and care; 
What our fate one day denies, 
Oftentimes the next ſupplies. 


Mortals ne'er muſt hope to gain 
A life ſecure from care and pain: 
Tis not proper here below, 
That Heav'n ſhould ſuch gifts beſtow, 
Life with ſtorms and calms abounds, 
Which by turns each take their rounds 
When the one rude tempeſts riſe, 
Swift to quell them t'other flies, 

| Since 
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Since the ſtorm is now blown o'er, 
Of what's paſt let's think no more: 
But embrace the happy hour, 
While we have it in our pow'r. 
Youth is like the riſing ſun, 

When its courſe is once begun, 
Swift he wings his joy ful flight, 
Till o'ertaken by the night. 


A NE So NG. 


E parents, who breathe the cool ev'ning of life, 
Who ſeek for your children a huſband or wife, 
Let reaſon, not riches, prevail o'er your mind, 
To mutual affection be never unkind, 
Remember the time when yourſelves too were young, 
When nought but of Cupid in raptures you ſung. 


Grey hairs may have taught you, indeed, to be wiſe; 

What can't be enjoy'd, you no longer can prize. 

Youth, beauty, and love, now appear to be vain; 

Like you, when grown old, they'll beheve too the 
ſame, | 

Remember the time when you otherwiſe thought; 

Love vanquiſh'd that reaſon, which wiſe parents taught, 


2 — 


Sang. The Words by Mr. Boyce. 
7 ſprightly horn awakes the morn, 
And bids the hunter riſe; 
The op'ning hound returns the ſound, 
And echo fills the ſkies. 
Sec, ruddy health, more dear than wealth, 
On yon blue mountain's brow ! 
The neighing ſteed invokes our ſpeed 
And Reynard trembles now. 
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In ancient days, as ſtory ſays, 
The woods our fathers ſought; 
The ruſtic race adorn'd the chace, 
And hunted as they fought. 
Come let's away, make no delay, 
Enjoy the foreſt's charms; 
Then o'er the bowl expand the ſoul, 
And reſt in Chloe's arms, 


TRE Hayey VIRGIN. 


HR happy a ſtate does the virgin poſſeſs, 
Whoſe innocent boſom no troubles diſtreſs! 
She's ever briſk, airy, good-humour'd, and gay, 
No cares to moleſt her by night or by day; 

No huſhand controuls her, or croſſes her will, 
But o'er all her actions ſhe miſtreſs is ſtill; 

In freedom and pleaſure ſhe paſſes her life: 

If ſo happy a virgin who would be a wife? 


No bantlings to teaze her, or break her night's reſt, 
With peace and content all her moments are bleſt, 
She ſleeps till *tis time in the morning to riſe, 
And ev'ry new day ſome new pleaſure ſupplies ; 
Surrounded abroad by a crowd of ſmart + 50888 
Who are proud to attend her wherever ſhe goes ; 
About her they ſwarm like bees to their hives; 

If ſo happy when virgins, who then would be wives? 


Let the wife boaſt of conjugal bliſs if ſhe pleaſe, 
Bought at the expence of her freedom and eaſe; 
Confn'd by her cares, ſtill at home ſhe muſt ſtay, 
Whilſt abroad we can range to park, ball, and play, 
Thro' a maze of ſoft E 4 our actions we ſteer, 
And when we return, we've no huſbands to fear, 
To teaze us, and vex us, and tire out our lives; 


5 ſo happy when virgins, who then would be wives? 
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Tax TEMEST or WAX. 


1 the tempeſt of war 

Be heard from afar, 

With trumpets' and cannons' alarms: 
Let the brave, if they will, 
By their valour or ſkill, 

Seek honour and conqueſt in arms, 


To live ſafe, and retire, 
Is what I deſire, 
Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 
For in them I obtain 
True peace without pain, 
And the laſting enjoyment of reſt, 


In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 
From all interruption at eaſe; 
In a peaceable life, 
'To be bleſt with a wife, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe, 


— — 


Song iu T he Jubilee. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HOU ſoft flowing Avon, by thy filver ſtream, 
Of things more than mortal, thy Shakeſpeare 
would dream; | 
The fairies by moonlight dance round his green bed, 
For hallow'd the turf is, which pillow'd his head. 


The love-ſtricken maiden, the ſighing young ſwain, 
Here rove without danger, and ſigh out their pain 
The ſweet bud of beauty, no blight here ſhall dread, 
For hallow'd the turf is, which pillow'd his head. 


Here 8 be fam'd for their love and their 
truth, 
Here ſmiling old age feels the ſpirit of youth; 
For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall tr d 
For hallow'd the turf ve which pillow'd his head: 
o 
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Flow on filver Avon, in ſong ever flow; 

Be the ſwans on thy boſom ſtill whiter than ſnow; 
Ever full be thy ſtream, like his fame may it ſpread, 
And the turf ever hallow'd, that pillow'd his head, 


— 


SONG, 


ICK of the town, fair Delia flew 
To Contemplation's rural ſeat; 

Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 

Fools only ſtudy to be great; 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 

The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor ; 
All theſe ſhe had—'twas mighty well; 

But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more, 


Back to the buſy world again 

She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 

uiet of heart and peace of mind: 

Gay ſcenes of grandeur every hour, 

By turns her fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within her power; 

But yet ſhe wanted ſomething (till, 


Cities and groves by turns were try d; 
"Twas all, ye fair, ,an idle tale; 
Delia at length became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale: 
Behold at once the gloom was clear'd ; 
Damon was kind ;—and from that hour 
Each place a Paradiſe appear'd, 
And Delia wanted nothing more, 


* 


* 


— —„ 


. 8 ang in The Maid of the Mill, 


TITH the man that I love was I deſtin'd to 
dwell 

On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 

| Retreats 
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Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 

Let the vain and the venal in wedlock aſpire 

To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire; 

J yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures! tis all they can taſte, 


— 
— 


0 — > 


Sorg by Mr. Bowden, i Comme, 
V the gaily-circling glaſs 


We can ſee our minutes paſs ; 
By the hollow caſk we're told 

How the waning night grows old; 
How the waning night grows old, 


B 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play: 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care, 'twas made for you; 
Sons of care, 'twas made for you. 


Song in Midas. 
SILENO, 


8 you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me you jolly dog; 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
*Tend the ſheep, and feed the hog. 
Farra diddle dol, — Farra diddle do), 
Tol ti di tol di ti di tol dol dol. 


With three crowns your ſtanding wages, 
You ſhall daintily be fed, 
Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 
Butter milk, and oaten bread, 
Farra diddle, &c, 


G 2 Come 


1 124 THE BULL-FINCH, 


Come ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home; 

| And when daily labour's over, 

[| We'll all dance to your hum-ſtrum, 

| Farra diddle, &c. 

| Arolto. 

Done — Strike hands, I take your offer, 
Farther on I may fare worſe; 

Zooks! I can no longer ſuffer 


FI 
it Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 
| [ Farra diddle dol, &c. 


| Song in The Conſcious Lavers. 


I love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment? 

If bitter, Oh tell me whence comes my content! 

Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, fince I know tis in vain?. 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the Cart, 

That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart, 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known: 
But, oh! how I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind ſhe does prove 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 

When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are its charms! 

How delightful embraces! how peaceful her arms! 

Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

| *Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to ear! bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield, 

For tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field. 
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Song by Madam Mara, in Artaxcrxes, 


HE ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield; 
But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field, | 


Song in Cymon, 


W. I was young, though now am old, 


The men were kind and true; 
But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold, 
What can a woman do? 
Say what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 
So unruly, 
I tremble at ſeventy-two ! 


When I was fair—though now ſo fo, 
No hearts were giv'n to rove, 

Our pulſes beat not faſt, nor ſlow, 
But all was faith and love; 
Now what can a woman do? 

For men are truly, 
So unruly, 
I tremble at ſeventy-two! 


COTA — 


ee — 


Song in As you like it. Set by Dr. Arne. 
LOW, blow, thou wiater's wind ; 
'Thou art not ſo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind, | 
As man's ingratitude: 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 


G 3 


12 5 


ö 
ö 


106 THE BULL FIN CH. 


Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 

Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Although thy breath be rude, 
Although thy breath be rude, 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh; 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp; 
Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 

Though thou the waters warp 
'Thy fting is not ſo ſharp, 
As friends remember'd not, 
As friends remember'd not. 


— -- - 


DraLocur in The Preſ-Gang. 
Naxcy, 
ND can'ſt thou leite thy Nancy, 
And (quit thy native ſhore ? 
It comes into my fancy, 
I ne'er ſhall ſee thee more. 
TrRuUE-BLUE, 
Yes I muſt leave my Nancy, 1% 
To humble haughty Spain, x 
Let fear ne'er fill thy fancy, [ & 
For we ſhall meet again. 1 
Naxcy, 
Amidſt the foaming billows, 
When thund' ring cannons roar, ) 
You'll think on theſe green willows, 1 
And wiſh yourſelf on ſhore, 4 
TRUE-BLUE, [ 


J fear not land or water, 
I fear not ſword or fire, 
For ſweet revenge, and ſlaughter, 


Are all that I defire, 


NANCY. | F 
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NANCY, 
May guardian gods protect thee, 
rom water, fire, or ſteel, 


And may no fears affect thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel. 


TrRut-BLUE, 
I leave to heaven's protection, 
My life, my only dear; 
You have my ſoul's affection, 
So ſtill conclude me here, 


— 


Song in the Maſque of Alfred, 
Youth adorn'd with ev'ry art, 
To warm and win the coldeſt heart, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt: 
The morning bud that faireſt blows, 
The vernal oak that ſtraighteſt grows, 
His face and ſhape expreſt; 
His face and ſhape expreſt, 
In moving ſounds he told his tale, 
Soft as the ſighings of the pale, 
That wakes the flow'ry year, 


| 12 That wakes, &c, 
1 What wonder he could charm with eaſe, 
| 7 Whom happy nature form'd to pleaſe, 
7 Whom love had made ſincere? 
| Whom love, &Cc. 
yi, At morn he left me—fought and fell : 


4 The fatal ev'ning heard his knell, 
4 And ſaw the tears I ſhed, 

* And ſaw the tears I ſhed; 
Tears that muſt ever, ever fall; 
BY For, ah! no fighs the paſt recal; 
| g No cries awake the dead, 

U 1 No cries awake the dead. 
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Cox us of Vircrxs, in Elfrida, Set by Dr Arne, f 
HA to thy living light, 5 
Ambroſial morn! all hail thy roſeate ray, 2 


That bids gay nature all her charms diſplay, 
In varied beauty bright. 


Away, ye goblins all! 
Wont the traveller to daunt, 
Whoſe vagrant feet have trac'd your haunt, 
Beſide ſome lonely wall! 
Away, ye elves, away, 
Shrink at the ambroſial morning's living ray. 


1 


SONG, 


OVE never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee ; 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy if thou die, 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love ſo true to me, 
Without thee J can never live, 


My Peggy, if thou die, 


If fate ſhould tear thee from my breaſt, , 
How lonely ſhould I ſtray ! 1 
In dreary dreams the night would waſte, | 8 
In fighs the ſilent day. 1 
I ne'er ſhall ſo much beauty find, 
Nor ſweet perfection ſee, 
Tl then reuounce all womankind, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 
Ye pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch bleſſings ſhare, 
And ev'ry faithful flame approve, 
With pity view my fair: 


Reftore 
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Reſtore my Peggy's matchleſs charms, 
| Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 
e. 5 Or if you take her from theſe arms, 
„* With Peggy let me die. 


Song. Set by Dr. Arne. 


O curb the will with vain pretence 
Philoſophy her force employs, 

And tells us, in deſpite of ſenſe, 

That life affords no real joys : 
Such idle whims my heart abjures ; 

Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 

Claſp'd in the arms of her I love, 


Since you have giv'n deſires to men, 
Deny us not enjoyment free: 
Muſt I be happy only then, 
When I, alas! ſhall ceaſe to be? 
Such idle whims my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love, 


— D—ÄU⁴— 


SONG. 
BAR my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 


Believe the heart you've won; 
Believe my vows to you ſincere, 
Or, Peggy, I'm undone, 
You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
At ev'ry face that's new: 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


G 5 My 
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My heart was once a lump of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye, 
And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that ne er can die. 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true; 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


Song in Comut. Set by Dr. Arne. 
B dimpled brook and fountain brim, 


The wood-nymphs deck d with daifies trim, 
Their merry, merry wakes and paſtimes keep; 
What has night to do with {leep? 

Night has better ſweets to prove, 
Venus awakes and wakens love; 
Come, let us our rights begin, 
357 * * * 

Tis only day-light that makes ſin, 


Song by Mr. Shenſtone, 


HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
And I thought, but it might not be ſo, 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart, 
She caſtſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I could {carcely diſcern 
And ſo ſweetly ſhe bade me adicu, 
I thought ſhe had bade me return. 


Miethinks ſhe mivht like to retire 


To the grove I had labour'd to rear, 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
I haſted and planted it there, 


2 Her 


— 
- 


+ 


— 
- 


1 
. a 


THE BULL. TIN I. 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 
So much TI her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 
I'm ſure {till to love her the more, 


And now, ere I haſte to the plain, 
Come ſhepherds, and tell of her ways; 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain 
Who would ſing me a ſong in her praiſe, 
While he ſings may the maids of the town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Though I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his youth with a ſigh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well: 
On him ſhe may ſmile if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cool boſom of age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 
Such ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


I've ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To deck the dear charms I approve; 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet, fo delighttul as love? 
J ſing in a ruſtical way, 
A ſhepherd and one of the throng 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay: 


Go, poets, and envy my ſong. 


Cnokus, in The Maid of the Mill, 


REE from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
O how bleſt the miller's life! 
Chearful working through the day, 
Still he laughs and * away. 
6 
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Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
While there's griſt to make him gay. 
Dor. 
Let the great enjoy the bleſſings 
By indulgent fortune ſent: 
What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty bad content ? 


CHORUS, 
Free from ſorrow, &c. 


True Hayey Bacnrios. 


T* that man is happy, whoſe life is moſt free, 

How bliſsful a ſtate muſt a bachelor's be! 

From one friend to t'other, with pleaſure, he roams, 

For a bachelor's welcome wherever he comes, 

If he's bleſs'd with enough, and content with his ſta- 
tion, 

The whole world he may claim for his own recreation; 

He's in no place a ſtranger from London to Rome, 

For wherever he comes is a bachelor's home. 


If a huſband can boaſt greater pleaſures than theſe, 

They're __ at th' expence of his freedom and 
eaſe ; 

Whilſt with liberty, pleaſure, and merriment crown'd, 

A bachelor's minutes paſs jovially round, 

Tho' his houſe ben't ſo nice, he is fure to be neat, 

And the ladies are always well pleas'd with his treat; 

By the ſmack of their lips, at a parting, declare 

How delicious a feaſt they think bachelor's fare. 


Oh rather,” far rather, good fortune, for me 
The peaceable ſtall of a cobler decree, 
Undiſturb'd by the din of a termagant wife, 
'Than crown me a king 1 - cuckold for life, 7 
0 
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To my wiſhes, inſtead of a miſtreſs commend, 
The ſolid delights of a bottle and friend ; 

Go, marry, it henpeck'd and wretched you'd be, 
But if bleſt, you'd continue {till as ſingle as we. 


Sang. Set by Dr. Arne, 


EOS Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
That e er gave ſhepherd glee; 
Not May-day, in its morning-dreſs, 

Is half ſo fair as ſhe; 
Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy'd forms adore, | 
Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more, 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey ſip, 

Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught lip: | 

But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 
'The ripe temptation ſhun ; 

Or elſe, like me, you'll wear her chains, 
Like me you'll be undone, 


Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And, lark-like, hail'd the dawn; 

More ſportive than the kid J kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the lawn : 

To ev'ry maid love-tales I told, 
And did my truth aver; 

Yet, ere the parting kiſs was cold, 
I laugh'd at love and her, 


But now the gloomy grove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ftray ; 
There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 

And figh my ſoul away ; 
| Nought 
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Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn of hope I ſee; 
For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 
And laughs at love and me, 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 
So late my only care, 

Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 
And ftray'd I know not where: 

Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat, 
My lambkins loft, adieu! 

No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too, 


Song. Set by Mr. Joſeph Baildon. 


Betſcy! wilt thou gang with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town? 

Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 

The lowly cot and ruſſet gown ? 
Nae longer dreſt in filken ſheen, 

Nae longer deck d wi jewels rare; 
Say, can'ſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


O Betſey! when thou'rt far awa, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſn behind ? 
Say, can'ſt thou face the flaky ſnaw, 
Nor ſhrink beneath the northern wind? 
Say, can that ſaft and gentleſt mien, 
Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear? 
Nor ſad regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair, 


O Betſey! canſt thou love ſa true, 
Thro' perils keen wi' me to go? 

Or when miſhap the ſwain ſhould rue, 

To ſhaze with him the pang of woe 
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Or when invading pains betall, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? 
Nor wiſhful thoſe gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling figh, 

And chear with ſmiles the bed of death ; 
And wilt thou o'er his much-lov'd clay 

Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


— 


Soug. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE man who in his breaſt contains 
A heart which no baſe art arraigns, 
Enchanting pleafure's ground may tread, 
Where love and youthful fancy lead; 
May toy and laugh, may dance and ſing, 
While jocund life is in her ſpring. 
When cynics rail, and pedants frown, 
Their rigid ma:tims I difown ; 
I ſmile to fee their angry brow, 
And hate the gloomy ſelfiſh crew; 
In their deſpite Il laugh and ſing, 
While jocund life is in her ſpring, 


Pe mine the ſocial joys of life, 

And let good-nuture vanquiſh ſtrife, 

So innocence with me reſide, 

And honour reign each action's guide; 
I'll toy and laugh, and dance and fing, 
While jocund lite is in her ſpring. 

Then Phillis, come, and ſhare thoſe joys 


Which no intemp'rate uſe deſtroys; 
While 
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While you remain as kind as fair, 
My heart defies each anxious care, 
With thee III toy, and laugh and ſing, ö 
While jocund life is in her ſpring. 14 | 


Song, Set by Dr. Boyce. 


ELL me, lovely ſhepherd, where 

A Thou feed'ſt at noon thy fleecy care 
Direct me to thy ſweet retreat 
That guards thee from the mid-day heat; 
Leſt by thy flocks J lonely ſtray, 
Without a guide, and loſe my way: 
Where reſt at noon thy bleating care, 
Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where, 


—ͤ—ñ—ÿ—Fä — —  - r — en 


Sang in L'Allegro il Penſereſo. 
ET me wander not unſeen, 

By hedge-row elms on hillocks green; 
Where the plowman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 

And the milkmaid ſingeth blythe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe; 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale, 
Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecks ſound, 


To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the checquer'd ſhade. 


Song by Mr. Bowden, in Love in a Village. 
1 gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate; 
From * to pleaſure they run: 
ell, who cares a jot? 
I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun, 


For 


THE BULL-FINCH. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite, 


—— — — 


Soi. g int Comns, 


1 wanton god, who pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts; 

But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine! 
Roſy wine, roſy wine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine! 


Farewell lovers when they're cloy'd, 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd; 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 

To rid me of dull company; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe; 
J love them much, but more my eaſe: 

No jealous fears me e'er moleſt, 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt; 
Break my reſt, break my reſt, 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt, 


Why ſhould they e'er give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain? 

All I aſk of mortal man, 

Is to love me while he can; 

While he can, while he can, 

Is to love me while he can, 
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DrLIA: 4 Paſtoral. 


5 bay gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves ; 

And ſailing down the filver tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 

'The filver tide that nag flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; 

But not ſo ſweet, blythe Cupid knows, 
As Delia is to me. 


223 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit-tree ſung; 

And till the pendent neit ſhe view'd, 
That held her feather'd young: 

Tho' dear to her maternal heart, 
Ihe genial brood mult be; 

They're not ſo dear the thouſandth part, 
As Delia 1s to me, | 


add — — » << 
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The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale; 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before the hue grew pale: 
My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee; 
For what the root is to the roſe, 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found, like new fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 

The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 

May they, of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be; 

Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 
Shall Delia ſhare with me, 


. 23 — 22 — — — — 
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Tur CounTry WEDDING. 
ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 


ſwain, 

To a lovely young ſhepherdeſs croſſing the plain; 
Why ſo much in halte (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way 
Then ftraight to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 
With a ſmile on her look, and a leer on her eye, 

I came from the village, and homeward I go; 

And now, gentle ſhepherd, pray why would you know ? 


I hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, 

If I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; 

I would ſee you ſate home (the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve, 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil I own, 

But ſee no great danger in going alone; 

Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free 


For one as another, for you as for me. 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 

But vet a companion is pleaſanter too; 

And if you could like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
Such a {ſweetheart as me, we never would part: 
Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, *tis true; 
Then leave a young maiden, the firſt thing you do, 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd; 

To prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride : 
'To-morrow the parſon (well ſaid, little ſwain) 

Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain; 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd, to this is not ſaid; 
The very next morn to be ſure they were wed; 

Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 

Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town? 


Song 


140 THE BULL-FINCH. 


Song in T he Elopement. 
r haſte to the wedding, ye friends and ye 


nei ghbours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay; 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your labours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day ; 
Ye vot'ries all, attend to my call, 
Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy. 
CHoRus. Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


Let envy, let pride, let hate, and ambition, 
Still crowd to, and beat at, the breaſt of the great; 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe-ones of ſlate; 
We boaſt of no wealth, but contentment and health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments employ, 
CHorus, Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy.” 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart-ſtirring pleaſure, 
With reaſon we drink of the full-flowing bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal cial will enſlave the free ſoul. 


DutzTo. Then come at our bidding to this happy 
| wedding. 
No care ſhall intrude here our bliſs to annoy. 


Cnokus. Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


— 


Song in Acis FRY | Galatea. 


OVE ſounds th' alarm, 
And fear is a flying; 
When beauty's the prize, 


What mortal fears dying; 
In 


it ; 
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In defence of my treaſure 
I'll bleed at each vein; 

Without her no pleaſure, 
For life 1s a pain. 


Pa ————ͤ———— ů — — 


Song in The Double Diſappointment, 


A I'm going, and all the day long 


Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 


I find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when I'm ſilent, runs ſtill in my ſong. 


Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you! I take no repoſe; 
] ſleep all the day and forget half my woes: 
So hot 1s the flame in my boſom which glows, 


By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my clothes. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 


Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlave, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 

Your pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy day when I make you my bride, 
With a 3 long Word, how I'll ſtrut and I'll 
ſtride! 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your ſide, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Nour little white fiſt for me. 


Tat 


OO CODES. . AAR Woe, On 
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TRE ANACREONTIC SONG, 


O Anacreon in Heav'n, where he ſat in full glee, f 7 «" 
A few ſons of Harmony ſent a petition, ; 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be, 
When this anſwer arriv'd from the jolly old Grecian; 
« Voice, fiddle, and flute, 
No longer be mute, 
ce T'll lend you my name, and inſpire you to boot; 
« And beſides I'll inſtruct you with mirth to entwine, 
c The myrtle of Venus, with Bacchus's vine,” 
And beſides, &c. 


This news through Olympus immediately flew, 
When old Thunder pretended to give himſelf airs, 
ce If theſe mortals are ſuffer'd their ſcheme to purſue, 
« 'The devil a goddefs will ſtay above ſtairs, 
Hark! already they cry 
In tranſports of joy, 
« Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly; 
& And there, with good fellows, we'll learn to entwine - 
The myrtle of Venus, with Bacchus's vine, 


© The yellow-hair'd God; and his nine fuſty maids, 
« From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee; 
ce Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs-ſhades, 
& And the biforked hill a mere deſert will be. 
My thunder, no fear on't, 
« Shall ſoon do its errand. 
& And dam'me, I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, I warrant; 
6 I'll trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine 
The myrtle of Venus, with Bacchus's vine,” 


Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, © Pr'ythe ne'er quarrel, 
Good king of the gods, with your vot'ries below; 
* Your thunder is uſcleſs :'* Then ſhowing his laurel, 
Cried, Sic evatibile fulmen, you know; 

« 'Then over each head 

« My laurels I'll ſpread, 
*Somy ſons from your crackersno miſchief ſhalldread; 

„ Whilſt 
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e Whilſt ſmug in their club- room they jovially twine 
The myrtle of Venus, with Bacchus's vine,” 


Next Momus got up, with his riſible phiz, 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd chearfully join: 
ce The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his; 
«« But the ſong and the catch, and the laugh ſhall be 
mine. 
Then Jove, be not jealous 
«« Of theſe honeſt fellows.” 
Cried Jove, “ We relent, ſince the truth you now 
«© tell us, 
« And ſwear by old Styx, that they long ſhall entwine 
The myrtle of Venus, with Bacchus's vine.“ 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand, 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love; 
*Tis your's to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd ; 
You've the ſanction of gods, and the fiat of Jove, 
While thus we agree, 
Our toalt let 1t be, 
May our club flouriſh happy, united, and free : 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon entwine 
The myrtle of Venus, with Bacchus's vine, 


Song in As you Like it, 

. daiſies py'd, and vi'lets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckow then, on ev ry tree, 
Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow! cuckow! oh! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry d ear; 
Unpleafing to a marry d car, 
When 
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When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks; 
The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, 
'The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he; 
Cuckow! cuckow! oh! word of tear, 
Unpleafing to a marry'd ear; 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear. 


Sung in Comus. 


W OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you; 

The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 


Down cach fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes; 
Lightly o'er the mofly ground, 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er funny hillocks, ſleep; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 

The fair doth all alone repoſe; 


The fair doth all alone repoſe; 


All alone; yet in her arms, 

Vour breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 
Till, bleſt, and bleſſing you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone; 

The joys of love are joys alone. 
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SociAL POWER. A favourite Song. 


E * * 1 wit 
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OME now, all ye ſocial pow'rs, 
Shed your influence o'er us, 
Crown with joy the preſent hours, 
Enliven thoſe before us, 
Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us; 
Drink and dance, and laugh and ſing, 
And caſt dull care behind us, 


Friendſhip, with thy pow'r divine, 
Brighten all our features; 
What but friendſhip, love, and wine, 
Can make us happy creatures? 
Bring the flaſk, &c, 


Love, thy godhead, I adore, 
Source of gen'rous paſſion ; 
But will ne'er bow down before 
Thoſe idols, wealth and faſhion. 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Why the plagne ſhould we be ſad, 
While on earth we moulder? 
Whether we're merry, grave, or ſad, 
We ev'ry day day grow older, 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Then ſince time will ſteal away, 
Spite of all our ſorrow, 
Brighten ev'ry joy to-day, 
And never mind to-morrow, 
Bring the flaſk, &c, 


CIAL | | H 
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Du ET. 


DueT. Set by Mr. Handel, 


HAT's ſweeter than the new-blown roſe, 
Or breezes from the new-mown cloſe ? 
What's ſweeter than an April morn, 
Or May-day's filver fragrant thorn? 
What than Arabia's ſpicy grove? 
Oh! ſweeter far the breath of love, 


— — 


Song in Harlequin's Invaſſou. 
. chear up my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 


CHnoRvus, 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our men ; 


We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady; 
We'll ſight, and we'll conquer again and again, 


We ne'er ſec our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay; 

They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away; 

If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore; 

For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more, 
Heart of oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes! 
They'll frighten our women, and children, and beaux; 


But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 


Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhore, 
Heart of oak, c. 


We ll ſtill make them run, and we'll till make them 


ſweat, 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels Gazette: 
Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 
Heart of oak, &c. 
2 | Song 
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Song in Lethe, 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides and infirmities vex 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it 1s to be bleſt; 
Who riſe without joy, and he down without reſt; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh'd for in vain, 
And young ones the rovers they cannot regain; 
'The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd ; 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care; 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 


The wife at one draught my forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond tool to forget her gallants; 
'The troubled in mind may go chearful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 


— 


A favourite Scotch Song. 


of Bas within a mile of Edinborough town, 
In the roſy time of the year, 
Sweet lav'rocks ſung, and the graſs was down, 
And each ſhepherd woo'd his dear; 
Bonny Jockey, blithe and gay, 
Kiſs'd ſweet Jenny, making hay; 
The laſſy bluſh'd, and frowning, cry'd, No, no, it 
will not do, 
I cannot, cannot, wo'nnot, wo'nnot, mu'nnot buckle 


too. 
H 2 Jockey 
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Jockey was a wag that never would wed, 
Though long 4 had follow'd the laſs; 
Contented ſhe earn'd and eat her brown bread, 
And merrily turn'd up the graſs: 
Bonny Jockey, blithe and pay, 
Won her heart right merrily ; 
Yet till ſhe bluſh'd, and frowning, cry'd, No, no, 


it will not do, 


I cannot, cannot, wo'nnot, wo'nnot, mu'nnot buckle 


tOO. 


But when he vow'd he would make her his bride, 
Though his flocks and his herds were not few, 
She gave him her hand, and a kiſs beſide, 
And vow'd ſhe'd for ever be true: 
Bonny Jockey, blithe and gay, 
Won her heart right merrily; 
At church, ſhe no more frowning, cry'd, No, no, it 
will not do, 
I cannot, cannot, wo'nnot, wo'nnot, mu'nnot buckle 
too. i 


— — 


Song. By Mr. Pope. 
APPY the man whoſe wiſh and care 


A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air 
In his own ground: 


Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire; 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
In winter fire. 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, days, and years, ſlide ſoft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, | 
g | Quiet by day. 
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Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 


Together mix'd, ſweet recreation, 
And innocence, which moſt doth pleafe, 
With meditation. 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown ; 

Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone ' 
Tell where I le. 3 


RC 


no, 


ckle 


Corrin AND PHOEBE. 


JAP the jeſſamin ſweetens the bow er, 
And cow ſlips adorn the gay green, 
The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene ; | 
The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene : 
Ly In a cottage, retir'd there live 
kle . Young Colin and Phœbe the fair; 
| 5 The bleſſings each other receive, 
5 In mutual enjoy ments they ſhare ; 
The bleſſings each other receive, 
In mutual enjoyments they ſhare: 
And the lads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phoebe, and Colin her ſwain. 


1 The ſweets of contentment ſupply 
. The ſplendour and grandeur of pride; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful bride; 
No wants, &c. 
He wiſhes no greater delight 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phœbe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay; 
And return, &c. 
1 And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
4 * They're as con!lant as 5 who lives in the dale. 
+ 3 
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If delighted her lover appears, 
The fair-one partakes of his bliſs; 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his cares, 
And heals all his pains with a kiſs! 
If dejected, &c. 
She del piles the artful deceit, 
That is practis'd in city and court; 
Thinks happineſs no where complete, 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort : 
"Thinks happineſs, &c. 
And the lads tell the Iaſſes they die in deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as Phœbe the fair. 


Ye youths who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair-one betray, 
No longer he faithleſs in love, 
The dictates of honour obey. 

Ye nymphs, who with beauty are bleſt, 
With virtue 1mprove every prace; 
The charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 

Will dignity thoſe of the face: 


And ye lads and ye laſſes, whom Hymen has join'd, 


Like Colin, be conſtant, like Phache be kind, 


— 


Song, Written and ſet by Lord Middleſex, 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his filver ſtream, 


Ho briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay ; 


Content inſpir'd each rural lay: 
The birds in livelier concert ſung, 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung ; 
All look'd as joy could never fail 
Among the ſweets of Arno's Vale, 


But ſince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of ſhepherds and their pride, 
Now Arno's fons muſt all give place 
To northern men, n iron race, 
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The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er; 
Thy notes, N pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the ſweets of Arno's Vale! 


— 


Song in The Shepherd's Lottery. 


1 dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 

Dec lar'd his fix'd paſſion, and dy'd for in ſong : 
He went one May- morning to meet in the grove, 

By her own appointment, this dear goddeſs of love: 
Meantime in 8 mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doated cn each—Can a lover do more ? 


lle waited, and waited, then changing his ſtrain, 
II Twas fury and rage, and deſpair and diſdain! 
Ihe ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 
1 And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd down- 
right: 
Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 
1, 4 Put never to change—Can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there; 
No roſe-bud ſo tempting, no lily ſo fair: 
He preſs'd her white hand, next her lips he eſſay d; 
Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil a maid: 

Her kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 
And dear Amaryllis—was thought of no more. 


K * 3 
„ 4 OR 
r nk. 


ThE UNION or Love AND WINE. 


W women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c, 
Each helping the other, in pleaſure J roll, 

4 And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul; 
4 Each helping the other, &c. 
i H 4 
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Let grave ſober mortals my maxims cc-1demn, 

J never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 

Let 'em have their own humour, and I will have mine. 

Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 

Tis the ſpring-tide of life and the fuel of love; 

And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half di- 
vine, 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine: 

Then giving and taking, in mutus! zuturn, 

The torch of our loves ſhall eternaily burn. 

But ſhould'ſ thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 

My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love: 

For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs, 


Song by Mr. Williames, in the Comedy of The School! 
for Scandal. 


ERE's to the maiden of baſhful fifteen, 
Here's to the widow of fifty ; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, | 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
Likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And to her that has only but one, Sir, 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 
| Here's 
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Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
Here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 

Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be thin, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather; 
So fill a pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e'en let us toaſt them together, 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Tarr SaiLokR's FAREWELL, 


OUR, pour me out the parting-glaſs, 
Again to thee, my pretty laſs, 
Ben thus muſt bid adieu ; . 
And when I am far out at ſea, 
You'll think on htm, who thinks on thee ; 
What ſays my bonny Sue? 


Hark! hark! the boatſwain calls away, 
Nor not a moment can I ſtay, 
But t'other kiſs, and then; 
Now welcome is the cannon's roar, 
And if I ſhould not ſee thee more, 
Think, think of honeſt Ben, 


If in the Bay of Biſcay, O! 
Or in the Gulf of Mexico, 
My fortune I can make, 
No longer then from thee I'll roam, 
At Goſport will I fix my home; 
Thee to my hammock take, 


Our jolly tars will try amain 
To beat the flects of — and Spain, 
5 


© 
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And England's fame increaſe; 

If rich galleons fall in our way, 

The Dons ſhall ſtrike, and fall our prey; 
We'll make them cry for peace. 


Sound wind and limb I take to ſea, 

True heart and love I'll bring to thee, 
We ne'er ſhall part again; 

No captain's wife ſhall finer go, 

From head to ſtern, from top to toe; 
Then think of honeſt Ben. 


Hayey HovuRs. 


APPY hours, all hours excelling, 
When retir'd from crowds and noiſe; 
Happy is that ſilent dwelling, 
ill'd with ſelf-poſſeſſing joys : 

Happy's that contented creature, 

Who with feweſt things is pleas'd, 
And conſults the voice of nature, 

When of roving fancy eas'd. 
Ev'ry paſſion wiſely moving, 

Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale ; 
Ev'ry fate of life improving, 

That no anxious thoughts prevail; 
Happy man, who thus poſſeſſes 

Lite with ſome companion dear; 
Joy imparted ſtill increaſes, 

Grief when told ſoon diſappear, 


Song. The Words by Mr. Prior. 
S Chloe came into the room t'other day, 


In your life-time you never regarded your hour; 
You promis'd at two, but look, child! tis four: 
2 A lady's 


I peeviſh began, Where ſo — could you ftay ? 
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A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels; 
'Tis enough that 'tis loaded with baubles and ſeals; 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear— 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air; 
Thus far T went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, let a body but ſpeak; 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fallen into my neck; 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 
Lock here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 

On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made! 
So ſaying her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd : 

That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 

And forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid. 


Love IN Low LIFE. 


R Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy ſo fair, 
The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain debonnair; 
They hugg'd, and they cuddl'd, and talk'd with their 

eyes, | 
And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe, 


A fortnight was ſpent ere dear Moggy came too 
(For maidens a decency keep when they woo); 
| At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow, 
i And Jockey he gave, for his jointure, his cow, 


They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
| Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there: 
1 They call'd on the parſon, and by him were wed; 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed. 


They ſtay'd there a week, as the netghbours all ſay, 
And none were ſo happy and gameſome as they ; 

Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind; 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


H 6 Surpris'd 
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Surpris'd at this treatment, ſhe cry'd Gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that Moggy vou mock ? 


Quath he, Gooſe, come on! why now. you're my 


bride; 


And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide. 
He took home his Moggy good conduct to learn, 


Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the old 


barn; 


They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 
And now live as man and wife uſually do, 


— 


An Op E to EcHO. Set by Dr. Hayes. 


AIR. 


AUGHTER ſweet of voice and air, 


Gentle Echo, haſte thee here; 

From the vale, where all around 
Rocks to rocks return the ſound ; 
From the ſwelling ſurge that roars 
*Gainſt the tempeſt-beaten ſhores ; 
From the ſilent moſs-grown cell, 
Haunt of warbling Philomel; 
Where, unſeen of man, you lie, 


Queen of woodland harmony. 


* REciTATIVE, 
Liſten, nymph divine, and learn 
Strains to make Narciſſus burn; 
Hark! the heav'nly ſong begins; 
Air be ſtill; breathe ſoft ye winds; 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd choir, 
White Dione ſtrikes the lyre. 
, AIR, 
See, each eye, each raviſh'd ear, 
Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear; 
All round enchantment reigns, 
Such the magick of her ſtrains; 


o 


Strains 
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Strains which, if thou can'ſt but learn, 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn. 


ReCIiTATIVE. 


Echo, ſhould. they fail to move 
His obdurate heart to love; 
Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 
Borrow her enchanting air. 


AIR. 


Learn her eaſe and elegance 

Of motion, in the airy dance; 

Learn the grace with which ſhe ſtrays 
Through the light fantaſtic maze : 

Add a thouſand charms untold, 

Should Narciſſus ſtill be cold; 

Charms, the leaſt of which would move 
His obdurate heart to love. 


A Paſtoral, to the Memory of William Shenſtone, Ef 
The Words by Mr. Cunningham, 
8 ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, 


We'll ſee our lov'd Corydon laid; 
Though ſorrow may blemiſh the verſe, 
et let the ſad tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the pride of the plain, 
In ſooth he was gentle and kind! 
He mark'd, in his elegant ſtrain, 


The graces that glow'd in his mind. 


On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 


That birds in the covert might dwell; 


He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 
But never once rifled their cell. 
Ye lambkins, who play'd at his feet, 
| Go bleat and your maſter bemoan z 
His muſick was artleſs and ſweet, 
His manners as mild as your own, 
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| No verdure ſhall cover the vale, 

| No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 

The ſweets of the foreſt ſhall fail, 
And winter diſcolour the year, 

No birds in our he! ges hall ſing 
(Our hedges ſo vocal before) 

Since he who ſhould w-lcome the ſpring, 
Can greet the gay ſeaſon no more, 


His Phillis was fond of hi: praiſe, 
And poets came round in a throng z 
They liſten'd—they envy'd his lays, 
But which of them equall'd his ſong? 
Ve ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, 
For loſt is the paſloral train, 
So give me my Corydon's flute, 
And thus—let me breal: it in twain, 
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Song, Written by William Whitehead, Ex. 


ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleaſing plague ſtole on me: 
Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces reve]; 
"Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates, 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates 1 
Have rather been uncivil, p 
Have rather been uncivil, 


"Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 


Like any other woman: 


Her 
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Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
'Tis both, perhaps, or neither ; 

In ſhort, 'tis that provbking charm, 

In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together, 
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O * pleaſure's ſmooth wing how old time ſteals 


away , 
And love's fatal lame leads the ſhepherd aſtray! 
My days, O ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night: 
No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt ; 
But health and content all the year was my gueſt. 
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"Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare, 
With voice, or with feature, with dreſs, or with air: 
So kindly young Cupid had pointed his dart, 

That J gather'd the ſweets, but I miſſed the ſmart; 

J toy'd tor a while, then I rov'd like a bee; 

But ſtill all my ſong was, „ Tl ever be free.“ 


"Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield: 

If I ſtray d through the garden, or travers'd the field, 

Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay d to my fight; 

If the nightingale ſung I could liſten all night; 

With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
i And wake to new life from a rapturous dream, 


But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 

Alas, what a change! and how wretched am I! 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade ; 

Their {ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade; 
No muſick 1 find in foft Philomel's ſtrain, 

And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in vain. 


They 
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They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee; 

On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 
+ Then teach me, bright Venus, perſ G's ſoft art, c 

Or aid me by reaſon, to ranſom my heart; 1 ; 

To crown my defire, or to baniſh my pain, 

Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain, 


” 
. 7 


Cownen-Knows, Sung at Vauxhall, 
HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed | * 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, I 
And mufic fills the groves: E 
But my Iov'd ſong is then the broom, | \ 
So fair on Cowden-Knows ; 
For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a broom, 1 ] 
Elſewhere there never grows. | 
There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, | oF ] 


And won my yielding heart ; 

No ſhepherd that e er dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch art : 

He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The Fills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-ſide ; 
O how I bleſt the ſound! 


Yet more delightful is the broom, 
So fair on Cowden-Knows, 

For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a broom, 
Elſewhere there never grows : 

Not Tiviot Braes ſo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare ; 
Not Yarrow banks, in flow'ry May, 

Nor buſh aboon Traquair. 
More pleaſing far are Cowden-Knows, 
My. peaceful happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the broom ; 


Ye 


Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden-Knows! 


=Y 


Thar Lass or ParIE's MIII. 


HE laſs of Patie's mill, 
So bonny, blithe, and 


ite of all my ſkill, 


ath ſtale my heart away. 


When tedding of the hay 


Bare-headed on the 
Love *midft her locks 


reen, 


And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 
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Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where "Tweed and Tiviot flows, 


gay, 


Ga play, 


Breaſts riſing in their dawn; 


To age it would give youth, 


To preſs em with his hand. 
Through all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fann'd, 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 


Like flow'rs which grace the wild, 


She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 


Her looks they were ſo mild, 


Free from affected pride, 


She 


me to love begu 


id, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all that wealth 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 


Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 


_— 
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I'd promiſe and fulfil, 

That none but bonny the, 
The laſs of Patie's mill, 

Should ſhare the ſame with me. 


Tar ORIGIN or ENncGLlisH LIBERTx. 


CES the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaſting; 

Merry Momus, among them, was fat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing: ) 

On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll's, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove; 

He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove: 


«© Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
% Grows grievouſly tir'd of late; 

« He ſays that mankind are much worſe than before, 
« So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 

Jore, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his daughter, Attraction, the charge of the world, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall, 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 
round, x 
To ſee what each climate was worth; 
Like a diamond, the whole with an atmoſphere bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth: 
With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 
France ud Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe beſtow d, 
And freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here, 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of liberty 'gan then to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed oa the fruit, _ 
us 
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Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as 'twas given! 
%% We will, while we've breath, nay, we'll graſp it in 
death, | 
« Then return it untainted to heaven.“ 


AvuLlD Ronin GREx. 
1 9 the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky 


at hame, 
And a' the warld to ſleep are gane, | 
The waes of my heart fa's in ſhow'rs fra my ee, 
When my gude man lies ſound by me. 


Young Jamie loo'd me well, and he ſought me for his 
bride, 


But ſaving a crown he had nathing beſide; 


To mak this crown a pund, my Jamie gade to ſea, 
And the crown and the pund were baith for me. 


He had nae been awa a week but only twa, 

When my mither ſhe fell ſick, and the cow was ſtoun 
awa, 

My father brak his arm, and my Jamie at the ſea, 

And Auld Robin Grey came a courting me. 


My father could na work, and my mither could na 
ſpin, | | 

T toil'd day and nigit, but their bread I could na win; 

Auld Robin maintain'd them baith, and wi tears in 
his ee, 


Said Jenny, for their ſakes, O marry me. 


My heart it ſaid nay, I look'd for Jamie back, 

But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a wreck; 
The ſhip it was a wreck, why did na Jamie die? 
And why do I live to ſay waes me? 


Auld 
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Auld Robin argued fair, tho' my mither did na ſpeak, 

She look'd in my face tilt my heart was like to break, 

So they / np him my hand, tho' my heart was at the 
ca, 


a 
And auld Robin Grey is gude man to me. 


I had na been a wife a week but only four, 

When ſitting ſa mournfully at the door, 

I faw my Jamie's waſte. for I cou'd na think it he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee, 


O fair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay, 
We took but ae kiſs, and tore ourſelves away: 
I wiſh IT were dead, but I'm na like to die, 
And why do I live to ſay waes me! 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and care na to ſpin ; 


I dare na think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a fin 
But I'll do my beſt, a gude wife to be, 
For Auld Robin Grey is kind unto me. 


* 


Mab Tow. 


ORT H from my dark and diſmal cell, 
Or from the dark abyſs of hell, 
Mad Tom is come, to view the world again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain. 
Fears and cares opprefs my ſoul! 
Hark! how the angry furies howl : 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor angry Tom of Bedlam bad. 
Thro' the world I wander night and day, 
— To find my ſtraggling ſenſes ; 
In angry mood I met 014 Time, 
With his pentateuch of tenſes. 
When me he ſpies, away he flies, 
For time will ſtay for no man; 
In vain with cries I rend the ſkies, 
For pity is not common. 


Cold 


K, 
he 


Cold 
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Cold and comfortleſs I lie; 
Help! help! or elſe I die. 
Hark! I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman 'gins to whiſtle, 
Chaſte Dian bends her bow, 
And the boar begins to briſtle, 


Come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackle, 
And knock off my troubleſome thackle 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

To bring me my ſenſes again. 


Laſt night J heard the dog-ſtar bark; 
Mars met Venus in the dark; 

Limping Vulcan heat an iron bar, 
And furiouſly made at the god of war: 


Mars, with his weapon laid about; 

Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 

His broad horns did fo hang in his light, 
'That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright, 


Mercury, the nimble poſt of heaven, 
Stood ſtill to ſee the quarrel; 

Barrel-bellied Bacchus, giant like, 
Beſtrid a ſtrong beer barrel; 

To me he drank whole butts, 

Until he burſt his guts, 
But mine were ne'er the wider, 

Poor Tom 1s very dry; 

A little drink for charity. 


Hark! I hear Actæon's hounds, 
The huntſman's whoop and hallo; 
Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 
All the chace do follow. 


The man in the moon drinks claret, 


Fats powder'd beef, turnep, and carrot; 


But a cup of Malaga ſack _ 
Will fire the buſh at his back, 


Song . 


55 Sor re ether eons” Tee, 


1 
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Song. For two V. vices, 


IME has not thinn'd my flowing hair, 
Nor bent me with his iron hand; 
Ah! why ſo ſoon the bloſſom tear, 
Ere Autumn yet the fruit demand? 


Let me enjoy the cheerful day, 

Till many a year has o'er me xoll'd; 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away 

And ſing of love ere I grow old. 


— — —— — 


Song in the Camp. 
M Nancy leaves the rural train, 


A camp's diſtreſs to prove; 

All other ills ſne can ſuſtain, 

But living from her love: 
Vet, deareſt, though your ſoldier's there, 

Will not your ſpirit fail, 
To mark the hardſhips you muſt ſhare, 

Dear Nancy of the dale! 

Dear Nancy, Sc. 


Or ſhould you, love, each danger ſcorn, 
Ah! how ſhall I ſecure 
Your health—'midſ toils which you were born 
To ſooth—but not endure: 
A thouſand perils I muſt view, 
A thouſand ills affail; 
Nor muſt 1 tremble e'en for you, 
Dear Nancy of the dale. 
a Dear Nancy 7 Oe. 


Song 


14 
X. 
: 


dong 
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Song in the Capricious Lovers. 


F flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 

O'er fields or gardens ranging, 

Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life is changing. 


Thus roving man new objects ſway, 


By various charms delighted; 
While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 
To-morrow ſhall be ſlighted, 


A Naval SoNG. 


HURSDAY in the morn, the nineteenth of May, 
Recorded be for ever the famous ninety-two! 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern, by dawn of day, 
The lofty ſails of France advancing now: 
All hands aloft, aloft—let Engliſh valour ſhine 
Let fly a culverin, a ſignal for the line; 
Let ev'ry man ſupply his gun: 
Follow me, 
And you'll ſee 
That the battle will ſoon be won. 


Tourville on the main 2 roll'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep; 


He led a noble train of heroes bold, 


To fink the Engliſh admiral and his fleet. 
Now every valiant inind to victory doth aſpire; 
The bloody fight's begun, the fea is all on fire; 
And mighty Fate #94 looking on; 
halit a 190d, 
| All of ulood, 
Fill'd the ſcuppers of the Riſing Sun, 
Sulphur, ſmoke, and fire, diſturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affri: he Gallic ſhore; 
Their regulated band ſtood tr . rear, 


To ſes their lofty ſtreamers, now no more; 4 
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At fix o'clock, the red, the ſmiling victor led, 7 
To give a ſecond blow—the fatal overthrow ; ; 
Now death and horror equal reign: 
Now they cry, | 

Run or die; 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 1 


See, they fly amaz'd thro' rocks and ſands; 

One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate; 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands; 

The nymphs and ſea-gods mourn their loſt eſtate: 
For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun; 

Enough, thou mighty god of war! 
ow we ſing, 
Bleſs the King! 
Let's drink to every Britiſh tar, 


3 ˙— 8 


TALLY Ho, 


E ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field; ; 
Mankind, tho' they blame, are all eager as you, ; 
And no one the conteſt will yield. - 
His lordſhip, his worſhip, his honour, his grace, ; 
F A hunting continually go; : 
1 All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace: 4 
s Hark forward, huzza, tally ho. | 


| The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 

k To hunt for a mortgage or deed; 

q ho huſband gets up at the ſound of the horn, 

} And rides to the commons full ſpeed : 

kf | The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game 
'The poet, too, often lays low, 

Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 
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While, 


too, 


'hile, 
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While, fearleſs, o'er hills and o'er woodlands we ſweep, 
Tho? prudes on our paſtime may frown, 

How oft do they decency's bounds over-leap, 
And the fences of virtue break down, 

Thus, public or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhew, 

All ranks and degrees are engaged in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho, 


— 


TRE Mop EkERATE MAN's WIS. 


2 th hug yourſelf in perfe eaſe, 

What would you wiſh for more than theſe? 
A healthy, clean, paternal ſeat, 

Well ſhaded from the ſummer's heat, 


A little parlour-ſtove, to hold 

A conitant fire from winter s cold; 
Where you may fit, and think, and ſing, 
Far off from court, God bleſs the king. 


Safe from the harpies of the law, 

From party-rage, and gr-a: man's paw; 
A few choice Finds ct Hur own tate, 
A wife agreeable and chaite, 


An open, but yet cautiovs mind, 
Where guilty cares no entrance tindz 
Nor miſer's fears, nor en y's ſpite, 
To break the ſabbath of the night, 


Plain equipage and temp'růe meals, Q 
Few tailors and no doctors hills. 

Content to take, as heav'n ſhall pleaſe, 

A longer or a ſhorter leaſe. 


* Tue 


_ r — 


Meſſmates, hear a brother ſailor 


— A. . — 
* 
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THe STorm. 
AN rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer; 


Liſt, ye landſmen, all to me; | 


Sing the dangers of the ſea: 2 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 1 

When the diitant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 

Where the ſeas contend with ſkics. 


Hark, the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-ſail ſheets and haul-yards and 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling, Þ 
Down your dy- Hils, hand boys, hand. 5 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 1 
The lee top- ſail ſheets let go; if 
Luft, boys, luff, don't make wry faces; 
Up your top-ſails nimbly clew. | 


Now, all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; 
Freſ enjoyment, wanton courting, 1 
Sate from all but love's alarms : : 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 8 
Think what fears our minds enthral; N 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder; 
Hark, again, the boatſwain calls! 


The top-ſail- yards point to the wind, boys; 
See all clear to reef each courſe; 

Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
'Tho? the weather ſhould be worſe: 

Fore and aft the ſprit ſail-yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſee all clear; 

Hands up, each preventer-brace ſet, 
Man the fore-yard, cheer, lads, chcer, 


Now 


ov 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh ; 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh; 

One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky; 

Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark! what means yon dreadful cry? 


The fore-maſt's gone, cries ev'ry tongue out, 
O'er the lee twelve feet *'bove deck; 
A leak beneath, the cheſt tree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck: 
Quick the land-yards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts be ſtout and bold; 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes; 
Four feet water's in the hold! 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn : 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating! 
Alas! to them there's no return! 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below : 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
For only that can ſave us now. 


On the lee beam is the land, boys! 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys; 
See, our mizen-maſt is gone! 
The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt; 
We've lighten'd her a foot, or more; 
Up, and rig a jury fore-maſt; 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys; we'ar off ſhore, 
Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives: 
Come—the cann, boys—let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts 7 2 8 wives. 
2 
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Fill it up—about ſhip wheel it; 1 
Cloſe to the lips a brimmer join; | 4 


Where's the tempeſt ncw? who feels it? 
None—our danger's diown'd in wine, 


— 7 TY St — — 


THe TIrtumPH Or VExrxus, | : 
Sung by Mr. Dignum, at the Now Beaf Steak Club. ; 
HO” Bacchus may boaſt of his care-kiliing bew, 
And folly in thought-drowning revels delislt, 
Such worſhip, alas! hath no charms for the ſou], 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite. 


To the arrow of fate, or the canker of care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow ; 

But to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of reflection's the birth of all woe! 


What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 
For the tear that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun, 


The tender exceſs that enamours the heart 
To few is imparted; to millions deny d: 

Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy d. 
Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my dom: 

And well can J ſpeak of its joys and its ſtrife: 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro” the gloom, ] 

But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life, 1 
Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my ſight 

The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul: | 
Awake in my breaſt the ſofc dream of delight, 

And drop from thy-myrtle one leaf in my bowl, 
Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 

Nor &er, jolly god! from thy banquet remove; 


But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the u ine, 


That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweeten'd by love. 
Song 
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| 4 S Mg it the Waterman, 

5 Ihe farewell my trim-built wherry, 
Oars and coat and badge farewell, 

Never more at Chelſea ferry, 


Shall your Thomas take a ſpell. 
Then farewell, Oe. 


But to hope and peace a ſtranger, 
B In the battle's heat I go, 
of Where, expos'd to ev'ry danger, 
% Some friendly ball ſhall lay me low. 
9 Then farewell, Oc. 
Then mayhap when homewards ſteering, 
With the news my meſsmates come, 
Even you, my ſtory hearing, 


With a ſigh may cry-poor Tom! 
T Then farewell, Ge. 


Song by Mrs, Kennedy. 
Sf H- duſky night ride down the ſky, 


And uſhers in the morn; 
The hounds all join the jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
And a hunting ue will go, Ic. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms to make him ſtay; 
My dear it rains, it hails, it ſnows 
You cannot hunt to-day. 
Yet à hunting abe «will go, Sc, 


Away they fly to *ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteeds they ſoundly ſwitch; 
Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out, 
And ſome are thrown in the ditch, 
Yet a hunting awe will go, fc, 


5:1 


At 
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At lat from ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 


Poor Reynard ceaſes ſlight; 
Then, weary, homeward we return, 


And drink away the night. 14 N 
And a drinking- awe will go, Sc. | 7 
8 15 d 


Tur Way to KErr Hrn. 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once blcſs'd is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
"That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught. 


The bloom of your check, and the glance of your eye, 
Your roſes and lilies may make the men ſigh; 

But roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 1 
And paſſion ill die as your beautics decay. 4 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guitar 
Tho' muſic's in both, yet they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


* 
PEE * 
1 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, . 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command; 2 

| Exert with your huſband the ſame happy fkill, H 

4F For hearts, like young birds, may be tam'd to your 2 


| will, | | 
| Be gay and good--humour'd, complying and kind; g 
| Turn the chief of your care from your face to your Fr. 

mind, 3 


Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 
And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love, 


E. ng 


w3 
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Song in The Deſorter. 


HO? prudence may preſs me, 
And duty diftreſs me, 
Againſt inclination, ah! what can they do? 
No longer a rover, 
His follies are over, 
My heart, my fond heart, ſays, my Ilenry is true. 


The bee thus as changing, 
From ſweet to ſweet ranging, 
A roſe ſhould he light on ne'er withes to ſtray; 
With raptures poſſeſſing, 
In one ev'ry bleſſing, 
Till torn from her boſom he flies far away. 


— —— — 


Song iu Love in a Village. 


N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and fincere, 
Whoſe words are th' exceſs of the heart: 
If aught of ſubſtantial delight 
On this ſide the ſtars can be found; 
Tis ſure when that couple unite, 


And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd, 


Song by Mr. Banniſter, in The Duaker, 
HILE the lads of the village ſhall merrily, ah 


Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along; 
And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ah! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, c. 
| Juſt 


I 4 
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Juſt then, when the ſwain, who laſt year won the dow'r, 
With his mate ſhall the ſports have begun: 
When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from each 
- bowr 
And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one. 
| While the lads, Oc. 


Thoſe joys which are harmleſs what mortal can 
blame ?— 
"Tis my maxim that youth ſhould be free; 
And af oy that my words and my deeds are the 
ame, 
Believe me thou'lt preſently ſee. 
While the lads, Oc. 


— — — — - 


Song in Comnus, 


ROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms ſree, 
We follow ſweet variety ; 
By turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 
'Time for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Lranſports of the jovial ſoul; 

No dull ſtinting hours we own, 
Pleaſure counts our time alone, 


—_— —— — 


TE SEA FISCH. Surg by Mr. Banniſter, 


TAND to your guns, my hearts of oak, 
Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 
Victory ſoon will crown the joke; 
Be ſilent and be ready. 
Ram home your guns, and ſpunge them well, 
Let us he ſure the balls will tell, 
The cannons roar ſhall ſound their knell; 
Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady, 
Not 
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Not yet, nor yet—reſerve your fire 
I do deſire: Fire! 

Now the elements do rattle, 

'The gods amaz'd behold the battle, 
A broadſide, my boys! 


See the blood, in purple tide, 

Trickle down her batter'd fide; 

Wing'd with fate the bullets fly ; 

Conquer, boys—or bravely die : 

Hurl deſtruction on your foes, 
She ſinks—huzza! 

To the bottom down ſhe goes. 


Sang in The Merchant of Venice, 


1 fan keep my gentle Jeſſe, 
What labour would ſeem hard? 


Each toilſome taſk how eaſy ! 
Her love the {ſweet reward, 


The hee thus, uncomplaining, 
Eſteems no toll fevere; 
The ſweet reward obtaining, 


Of haney all the year. 


1 


Sang by Mr. Johnſtone, in The Poor Soldier. 
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EAR fir, this brown jug, that now foams with 


mild ale 


(In which I will drink to ſweet Kate of the vale) 
Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 
As eer drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl. 
In boozing about 'twas his praiſe to excel, 


And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd, as in dog-days he fat at his caſe, 
In his flow's woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
I 


5 


ith 


* — ends — Cr e——_ 
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with a friend and a pipe, puffing forrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was Peking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 

And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt, 


His body, when long in the ground it had Jain, 


And time into clay had refolv'd'it again, 
A potter found out, in a covert ſo ſnug, 


And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug : 


Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale; 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the Vale. 


Rvurtre BRTTANNIA. 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain : 
Rule, Pritannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never ſhall be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 


Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 


The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c, 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 
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Thee haughty tyrants neter ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c, 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
Thy cities ſhall, &c. 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall he the ſubject main, 
And every ſhore it circles, thine, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The Maſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy kappy coaſt repair, 
Shall to, &c. 
Bleſs'd iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beauties 
crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the wares, 
For Britons never ſhall be ſlaves, 


_—— 1 
— — — — - 
— 


A PasTORAL. The Words by Mr. Cunningham. 


'ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, and 
bare, | 
As wearied and wilder'd I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home. 
And leads me, SE. 


Yellow ſheafs from rich Ceres her cottage had crown'd,, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor ; f 

Her caſements ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the ſod ſeat at her door. | 

And deck'd the, Ec. 
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We fat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
Whilſt thrown from my guard by ſome glances ſhe caſt, 
Love flyly ftole into my breaſt, 
Lowe flyly, &o 
I told my ſoft wiſhes—ſhe ſweetly replied, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 
I have rich ones rejected, and great ones denied; 
Yet take me, fond ſhepherd—T'm thine, 
Yet take me, Cc. 
Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpe& ſo meek; 
So ſimple though ſweet were her charms; 
I kiſs d the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 


And loch d the, Oc. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep; 
nd if on the banks by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I ſink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 
Her image, &c, 
Together we range o'er the flow-rifing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, 
Or reſt on the rock whence the ſtreamlet diſtills, 
And marks out new themes for my muſe. 
And marks out, Oc. 
To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er could aſpire; 
Jhe damſel's of humble deſcent; 
The cottager Peace is well known for her fire; 
The ſhepherds have nam'd her Content, 
T he ſhepherds, Is 


Song in The Camp. 
HEN war's alarms entic'd my Willy from me, 
My poor heart with grief did ſigh; 
Each fond remembrance brought frefh ſorrows on me, 
I 'woke ere yet the morn was nigh ; 
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No other could delight him; 
Ah! why did I er flight him, 


aſt, Col.lly anſw'ring his fond tale, 
| | Which drove him far, 
Io 1 Amid the rage of war, 
5 And left filly me thus to bewail. 
> 
= But I no longer, though a maid forſaken, 
15 Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 


"I For ere the lark to-morrow ſhall as aken, 
I will ſeek my abſent love; 
Ihe hoſtile country over 
Il fy to ſeck my lover, 
| Scorning ev ry threat'ning fear : 
> No diſtant ſhore, 


n 1 
I 


rr — 


Of what we ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount and winds do blow! 
But we have hcarts of ſteel; 
; No danger can affright us, 
a | No enemy ſhall flout; 
We'll make the monſieurs right us, 
So toſs the cann about. 


— — 


ar Nor cannons roar, 
Shall longer keep me from my dear. ö 
| 
| Tur Joviar SAILORS, 8 
# | : | 
a OW little do the landmen know [ 
i 


2 
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| Stick ſtout to orders, meſſmates ; 

We'll plunder, burn, and fink; 

Then, France, have at your firſt-rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink : 

We rummage all we fancy; 
We'll bring them in by ſcores; 

And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in Louis-d'ors. 
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While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble Commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys; 
And then to ſea Be more. 
In * we'll drink and ſing, boys; 
n war we'll never fly: 
Here's a health to George our King, boys, 
And the royal family, 


Song in The Duenna, 


O The days when I was young, 

When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpite, 
Talk'd of love the whole day long, 

And with nectar crown'd the night! 
Then it was, old father Care, 

Little reck'd I of thy frown; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 

And the reſt a bumper drown, 

f O the days , df X 


Truth, they ſay, lies in a well, 
Why, I vow, I ne'er could ſee; 
Let the water drinkers tell— 
There it always lay for me: 
For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk ; 
But ſtill honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each flaſk, 
O the dayr, c. 


True, at length, my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay ; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey; 
| Yet, 


= 
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Yet, old Jerome, thou may ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 
O the days, es 


15 22 


Song by Drs, Kenne qy. 


HEN Werter fair Charlotte beheld, 
As ſhe danc'd with the nymphs on the green, 

He thought ev'ry maid ſhe excell'd, 

And he prais'd the ſoft grace of her mien; 
But all her accompliſhments known, 

Gentle Werter began to adore; 
He fighs for a heart not her own, 

And the joys of poor Werter are o'er. 


Though vows the fair Charlotte engag'd, 
As a friend gentle Werter was dear, 
Her ſmiles oft his ſorrows aſſuag'd, 
While pity has dropt a ſoft tear; 
Urg'd by love he grew bold, and ſhe ery'd, 
Werter leave me, and fee me no more, 
He ſigh'd—he obey'd—and he dy'd, 
"Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


Ye nymphs, let not Cupid deccive, 
Under pity's ſoft garb hide his dart, 
Werter's Bree are laid in the grave, 
While pity ſtill wrings Charlotte's heart; 
And oft o'er his grave has ſhe cry'd, 
While with flow'rets ſhe deck'd it all o'er, 
He ſaw me—he lov'd—and he dy'd, 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 
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Taz HArPy LIE. 


I I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 

Let this be my fate in a fair country ton, 

May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate! 

May I govern my paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears away, 
Without gout or ſtone by a gentle decay! : 


In a country town, by a murinuring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtance on which I may look; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad-nag to ride out a mule, 

May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more 

Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before: 

With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven ſon nor teal, 

And clean, though coarſe linen, at every mcal. 
May I govern, &e. 


With a pudding on Sunday, with ſtout humming l- 
quor, | 
And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 
To drink the King's health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, &, * 


With courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 

And when I am dead may the better ſort fay, 

In the morning when ſober, in the evening when 
mellow, 

He's gone, and ha'nt left behind bim Lis fellow— 

For he govern'd his paſlions with an abſolite ſway, 

And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore away, 

Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 
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Song in Artaxerxes. 
2 


* 
| bag infancy our hopes and fears 


Were to each other known; 
And triendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one. 
Oh, clear him, then, from this offence, 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 
Reſtore him, with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


— 


— 


Song in The Carnival of Venice, 


I my pleaſant native plains, 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew; 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, 
Simple as the joys I knew; 
Jocund morn and evening gay 
Claim'd the merry roundelay, 


Fields and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs, 
All that health and joy impart, 
Call'd for artleſs muſic's powers, 
Faithful echoes to the heart! 
Happy hours, for ever gay, 
Claim'd the merry roundelay, 
But the breath of genial ſpring 
 Wak'd the warblers of the grove; 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you ſing, 
Would not join the ſong of love? 
Your ſweet notes and chauntings gay 
Claim'd the merry roundelay, 


Sang. Set by Mr. Pattiſhill, 


WI AT ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 


Can blame me for dropping a tear, 


Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 


Since Phœhe no longer is here? 


.... 


— —— 


| 
j 
| 


j 
þ 
N 
| 
| 
1 
' 
4 
L 
| 
* 
. 
' 
$ 


186 THE BULL. FINC R. 


My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 

What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains! 
Her hand they were wont to obev : 

She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains, 


Can I ever forget how we flray'd 
To the foot of yon neighhouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the hade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill! 
There, ſweet, by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


d 
How oft would I ſpy out a charm, 

Which before had been hid from my view ! 
And, while arm was infollled in arm, 

My lips to her lips how they grew! 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt! 

Till the hours of retirement and reſt ; 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt, 

Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt, 


No changes of place, or of time, 

I felt when my fair one was near 
Alike was each weather and clime, 

Each ſeaſon that checquer'd the year; 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 

Did we melt on the boſom of May, 
Each morn brought contentment and caſe, 

If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk; 

She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk ; 

The deſpair and the envy of art: 
There all that is worthy to prize, 

In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the -m were thron'd in her eyes, 

[ 


And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt, 
Fe | Song 
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THE BULL-FINCH. 189 
Soug in T he Duenna, 


Y H*? Ja heart for falſehood fram'd 
I ne'er could injure you; 

For though your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
Your charms would make me truc, 

To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong; 

But friends 1n all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And lovers in the young, 


And when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, 

They II bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 

Ihen, lady, dread not here deceit, 

4 Nor fear to ſuffer wrong ; 

Por friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 
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Fung at Vaur ball, 
88 LT, waſting in deſpair, 


Die becauſe a Woman's fair? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
'Cauſe another's roſy are? 

ze ſhe fairer than the day, 
Or the flow'ry meads in May ; 
Yet if ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be, 
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Shall a woman's goodneſs move 

Me tn periſh {or her love; 

Or, her worthy merits known, 

Make me quite forget iny-own ? 

Be fre with ſuch goodnefs bleſt, 

As may merit name the beſt; 

, Vet if ſhe be not fuch 0 me, 

| | What care I how god ſhe be. 

Song Pe 
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Be ſhe gocd, or kind, or fair, 
Iwill ever more deſpair; 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
FT will die ere ſhe ſhall eneve; 
If ſhe ſcorns me when 1 woo; 
I will ſcorn, and let her go; 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care 1 for whom ſhe be, 


— 


Cymon AN D IFHIGENTIA. A Cantata. 
RERCITA TTV. 


N a thick grove, whoſe deep embow ring 
ſhade, 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 

A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 
Thither, retir'd from Phorbus' ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove; 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled —_ went for want of . 
But when he firſt heheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd, he ſtar's! —her lovely form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue: 


A1r. 


The ſtream, that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay d. 
Too lovely Iphigene! 
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RECITATIVE. 


She wakes and ſtarts-poOr Cy mon trembling ſtands, 
Don falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Z Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near, 
lalf-rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon! if 'tis you, I need not rife; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let mic ſleep again, 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
But thus, with extacy, purſu'd his ſong: 
| AlR. 
| Thy jetty locks that careleſs break 
ring In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien; 

f Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
| And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 

4 I dic for Iphigene. 

RECITATIVE. 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
Ihe former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe; 

e; = She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ftraight, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait; 
2 Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend: 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 


A1R, 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 


Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 


n Am: elevate the human ſoul; 

! Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
4 Had made our lives of too long date; 
} Bur eic with beauty, and with love, 
. We taſte what angels do above, 
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190 THE BULL-FINCK, 
SONG, 


LOW high, blow low, let tempeſt tear 
The mainmaſt by the board, 
My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
And love well ſtor'd, 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring waves, the raging ſea, 
In hopes on ſhore to be once more 
Safe moor'd with thee. 


Aloft, while mountains high we go, 

The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
And the ſurge roaring from helow, 

Shall my ſignal be to think on thee, 
And this ſhall be my ſong: 

Blow high, blow low, &c, 
And on that night when all the crew, 

In memory of their former lives, 
O'er flowing canns of flip renew, 


And drink t' their ſweethearts and their wivcs, 


I'll heave a ſigh, and think on thee, 
And as the ſhip rolls on the ſea, 
The burthen of my ſong ſhall be, 
Blow high, blow low, let tempeſt tear 
The mainmaſt by the board, 
My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
And love well ſtor'd, 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging ſea, 
In hopes on ſhore to be once more 
Safe moor'd with thee, 
— —— — — 
Song in The. Ducnna. 
OW oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid 
(Nor wilt thou that fond boaſt diſown) 
Thou would'ſt not loſe Anthonio's love 
To reign the partner of a throne, 


And 


LCs, 


And 


THE BULL-FINCH. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind, 
And by that hand I preſt to mine, 
To gain a ſubject nation's love, 
I ſwear I would not part with thine! 


Then how, my foul, can we be poor, 
Who own that kingdogs could not buy? 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 
And, ſerving thee, a monarch J. 


Thus uncontroll'd in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 

Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And I'll take kingdoms back from thine, 


— — — 


Tne ME or Kr. 
HEN Harold was invaded, 
And, falling, loſt his crown, 
And Norman William waded, 
Through gore to pull him down: 
When chunttes round, with fear profound, 
To mend their ſad condition, 
And lands to ſave, baſe homage gave, 
B ld Kent mate no {fuhmiſſion, 
Then ſing in praiſe of Men of Kent, 
So loyal, brave, and free: 
'Mong'lt Britain's race, if one ſurpaſs, 
A man of Kent is he. 
The hardy ſtout freeholders, 
That knew the tyrant near, 
In girdles and on ſhoulders 
A grove of oaks did bear: 
V hom when he ſaw in battle draw, 
And thought how he might need em, 
He turn'd his arms, allow'd their terms, 
Replete with noble freedom. 
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Then ſing in praiſe, Oc. 
Ving in praiſe * 
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And when, by barons wrangling, 
Hot faction did increaſe, - 
And vile inteſtine jangling 
Had baniſh'd England's peace, 
The Men of Kent to battle went, 
They tear'd no wild confuſion, 
But, join'd with York, ſoon did the work, 
And made a bleſt concluſion. 
| T hen ſing in praiſe, Oc. 
At hunting, and the race too, 
They ſprightly vigour ſhew ; 
And, at a female chace too, 
None like a Kentiſh beau, 
All bleſt with health; and, as for wealth, 
By fortyne's kind embraces, 
A yeoman grey ſhall oft' outweigh 


A knight in other places, 
T hen fing in praiſe, Oc. 


The gen'rous, brave, and hearty, 
All o'er the ſhire we find; 
And for the low-church party, 
They're of the brighteſt kind, 
For king and laws they prop the cauſe 
Which high church has confounded; 
They love with height the mod'rate right, 
But hate the crop-ear'd roundhead, 
T hen ſing in praiſe, Oc. 
The promis d land of bleſſing, 
For our forefathers meant, 
Is now in right poſſeſſing, 
For Canaan ſure was Kent: 
The dome at Knowle, by fame enroll'd, 
'The church at Canterbury, 
The hops, the beer, the cherries, here, 
May fill a famous ſtory, | 
| Then ſing in praiſe, Cc. 
Song 
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Song 
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Sog by Mrs, Billington, in Marian, 


Y the oſiers ſo dank 
As we fat on the bank, 
And look'd at the ſwell of the billow, 
This baſket he wove 
As a token of love; 
Alas! *twas the branch of the willow! 
Now ſad all the day 
Through the meadows I ſtray, 
And reſt flies at night from my pillow? 
The garland I wore 
From my ringlets I tore, 


Oo 
Alas! muſt I wear the green willow? 


-— — 


In the ue Comic Opera of MARIAN. 
Dvu t T,-—-Edward and Marian. 


Edu. M ſcorns cach ſordid pleaſure, 


Joys which fortune can impart: 
Love alone 1s real treaſure, 
Treaſure of the fecling heart, 


Mar. All yon fruitful vales poſſeſſing, 
Were their flocks thy Marian's part, 
Only valu'd were the bleſſing 
Giv'n to Edward with my heart ; 


Both. Only valu'd were the bleſſing 
Giv'n to Edward with f thy | heart, 
| my 


—— ear" * 


Sang by Mr. Johnſtone, in Marian, 
VE happy pairs, ſincere and kind, 
Tis here you taſte each joy refin'd ; 
Fair truth and love delight to dwell 
At yonder cottage on the + 
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How dear ſweet Marian's artleſs ſighs ! 
Hers, the mild eloquence of eyes, 
When Conſtancy's all-chearing ray 
Drives every jealous thought away, 


Light as the fairy-ſtep at morn, 

Swift paſling o'er th' unbending corn; 
All other pleaſures weakly move, 
The heart awake to generous love. 


Far hence be doubt and tender fears ! 
How bleſt the life which love endears! 
When truth informs the glowing cheek, 


O, Love! thy tranſports who can ſpeak? 


Song by Mr. Blanchard, in Marian, 


WA SES little on the village green 
We play'd, I learn'd to love her: 


She ſeem'd to me ſome fairy queen, 
So light tripp'd Patty Clover, 


Wich ev'ry ſimple childiſh art 
I try'd each day to move her: 

The cherry pluck'd, the bleeding heart, 
To give to Patty Clover. 


The faireft flowers to deck her breaſt 
I choſe—an infant lover; 

J ſtole the goldfinch from its neſt 
To give to Patty Clover. 


Tur PLovcn-Boy, Sung in The Farmer. 


Flaxen-headed cow-boy 
As ſimple as may be, 
And next a merry plough-boy 
I whiſtled o'er = lea, B 
u 
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But now a ſaucy footman, 
I ftrut in worſed lace, 
And ſoon I'll be a butler 
And wag my jolly face: 
When ſteward I'm promoted, 
I'll ſnip a tradeſman's hill, 
My maſter's coffers empty 
My pockets for to fill ; 
When lolling in my chariot, 
So great a man T'll be, 
You'll forget the little plough-boy 
That whiſtled o'er the lea, 


I'll buy votes at elections, 
But when I've made the pelf 
I'Il ſtand poll for the parliament, 
And then vote in myſelf; 
What's ever good for me, Sir, 
I never will oppoſe, 
When all my Ayes are ſold off, 
Why then III ſell my Noes: 
I'll joke, harangue, and paragraph, 
With ſpeeches charm the ear, 
And when I'm tir'd on my legs 
Then I'll fit down a peer 
In court or city honours 
So great a man I'll be, 
You'll forget the little plough-boy 
That whiſtled o'er the lea. 


Song by Mrs. Martyr, in The Farmer. 


END him to me, let him woo me, 
Gently breathe each tender vow, 

Why forſake me, come and take me, 
Take me in the humour now, 
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In my checks full roſes n 
Withes twinkle in my eyes; 

Ob, what joy when joy beſtowing, 
Yet my careleſs lover flies. 


Girls don't hear him—mock him, fear him, 
He'll deceive you, kiſs and leave you. 
Send him to me, &c. 


1 


In Intle and Yarica. Sung by Mrs. Banniſter, 


RESH and ſtrong the breeze is blowing, 
As yon ſhip at anchor rides, 
Sullen waves inceſſant flowing, 


Rudely daſh againſt its fides. 


So my heart, its courſe impeded, 
Beats in my perturbed breaſt, 

Doubts, like waves by waves ſucceeded, 
Riſe and full deny it reſt, 


Song by Mrs, Martyr, in the Opera of Mariang 


N the wintry ſtorm is o'er, « 
Spring unlocks her verdant ftore, | 

Smiling pleaſure crowns the day, | | 
Sweetly breathes the bluſhing May. 


Now the blooming hawthorn blows, 
Dews embalm the damaſk roſe, 
Linnets on the dancing ſpray 
Chearly ſing and hail the May. 


Ober the daiſy-painted mead 

Now the wanton lambkins ſpread, 
Ever playful, ever gay, 

Fond to welcome in the May. 
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Now reſponſive through the grove, 
Softer tun'd to Spring and love, 
Echo with her ſporti ve lay 
Joins our carols to the May. 


2 — — 


Song by Mr. Bowden, in Marian. 


O the chace, to the chace on the brow of the hill, 
Let the hounds meet the ſweet breathing morn, 
Whilſt full to the welkin their notes clear and ſhrill, 
Join the ſound of the heart-chearing horn. 


What muſic celeſtial when urging the race, 

Sweet Echo repeats to the chace, | 

Our pleaſure tranſports us, how gay flies the hour, 
Sweet health and quick ſpirits attend, 

Not ſweeter when ev'ning convenes to the bow'r, 
And we meet the lov'd ſmile of a friend. 


See the ſtag juſt before us he ſtarts at the r, | 
He ſtops, 555 ſtrength fails, ſpeak, my friends, muſt 
he die? 
His innocent aſpect, while ſtanding at bay, 
His expreſſion of anguiſh, of anguiſh and pain, 
All plead for compaſſion, and your looks ſeem to ſay; 
Let him live, let him bound oer the foreſt again. 


To the chace, to the chace on the brow of the hill, 
Let the hounds meet the ſweet breathing morn, 
Whilſt full to the welkin their notes clear and ſhrilt 

Join the ſound of the heart-chearing horn. 


— 


Song by Mrs. Billington, in Marian. 
2 happy when Edward was kind, 
My father agreed to our love, 
No cares e er diſorder d my mind, 
L ſung as I travers'd the grove. 
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Like the lark was each note of my ſong,. 
Serene were my chearful days ſpent, 
Whilſt eve brought my ſhepherd along, 
My ſhepherd—fond love—and content, 
Too happy when Edward, &c, 


Song by Mr. Johnſtone, in Mariam. 


W can ſuſpect ſweet Marian's faith 
That hears her ſoftly ſpeak, 


Or doubt the candid blufh of truth 
Which mantles on her cheek. 


Thoſe accents never can deceive, 
No guile that boſom knows, 

Pure as th' untainted breath of morn, ' 
And chaſte as falling ſnows. 


Unheeded paſs'd the dancing hours 
Which ſaw our growing flame, 

The grove, the dell, the tanning breeze, 
The glow of noon the fame. - 


Put now no more the dell delights, 

The grove or fanning breeze, 

The taſte of nature's genuine charms 
Demands a mind at caſe, 


8 


— — — * 


Song by Mr. Darley, in Marian, 


OW bleſt our condition, how jocund our day, 
Ye ſwains can our pleaſures be told, 
To range in ſweet order the rows of new hay, 
To lead the ſtray'd lambs to the fold: 
To fetch up the kine for the maiden we love, 
And guard her from noon's burning beam, 
To guide her dear ſteps when ſhe leads thro? the grove 
he beifer which pants for the ſtream. 6 
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To carry her pail when with milk it o'erflows, 
To wait while ſhe reſts on the ſtile, | 
To gather the king-cup, the woodbine and roſe, 
To make her a poſy the while: 
"Tis Fanny the lovely who cauſes my ſmart, 
'Tis ſhe does all maidens excell, 
If you aſk the dear name who has conquer'd my heart, 
'Tis Fanny the pride of the dell. 


— — — 


Song by Mr. Darley, in The Farmer. 


RE around the huge oak that o'erſhadows yon mill 
The fond 1vy had dar'd to entwine, 

Ere the church was a ruin that nods on the hill, 
Or a rook built his neſt on the pine, 


Could I trace hack the time, a far diſtant date, 
Since my fore-fathers toil'd in this field, 

And the farm I now hold on your honour's eſtate 
Is the ſame that my grandfather held. 


He dying bequeath'd to his ſon a good name, 
Which unſullied deſcended to me, 
For my child I've preſerv'd it unblemiſh'd with ſhame, 


And it ſtill from a ſpot ſhall be free. 


EW 


Seng by Mr. Edwin, in The Farmer, 


OOK, dear ma'am, I'm quite the thing, 
Natibus high—Tipity low— 
In my ſhoe I wear a ſtring 
Ty'd in a black bow—{0— 
Cards and dice I've monſtrous luck, 
I'm no drake yet keep a duck, 
Though not married—T'm a buck, 
Lantherum ſwaſh qui-vi. 


K 4 I're 


- 

— o 2 5 — 7 — n * 

* i. — r * * . . . 
— 7 — A. —— — * — - ws S 

. . — 2 — © —— em Pr — . n 4 oy * * 

a W'Y © PIER — * — = - — — — > = * 2 — re ma ag 
- — — * — 2 — —— — — _ 
= —_ 
* EA 
— — 2 — > I" - — — 2 


11 
* ' 
ad 1 
4 
F 

jo 

« 


| 
} 
1 
| 


200 THE BULL-FINCH, 


Pre a purſe well ſtock d with braſs, 
Chinkity high—tinkity ho! 

I've good eyes, but cock my glaſs, 
Stare about, ſquintum, ho 

In two ots I boldly walk, 

Piſtol, ſword, I never baulk, *E 

Meet my man and bravely—talk, W 
Pippity pop coupee. N 

Sometimes mount a ſmart cockade, 
1 he) —ſtruttledum ho! 

From Hyde-Park to the Parade, 

- Cocky my cary kee; 

As I paſs a ſentry-box, 

Soldiers reſt their bright firelocks, 

Each about his muſket knocks, 
Rattledum ſlap to me. 


In the Mall ma'am gives her card, 
Caſnedy me—kiffady the, 

Sit before the Stable- Yard, 
Leg-orum lounge a-row; 

Pretty things I ſoftly ſay, 

When I'm aſk-d our chairs to pay. 

Yes, ſays J, and walk away, 
Pennybus, tartum, ho! 


Roiten-row my Sunday ride, 
Trottledum, hey—tumble off, ho! 

Poney, <ighteen-pence a fide, | 
Wind-gatil, glanderum, ho! 

Cricket, I fam'd Lumpey nick, 

Daddles, ſmouch Mendoza lick, 

Up to—ah— I'm juft the kick, 
Allemande caperum toe! 


fine 
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Sung by Mr. Banniſter, at the Ręyalg-Thtalre, inT he 
Arcadian C onteſh, 


\HEPHERDS, now your ſongs prepare, 
Great Palemon' s worth de mands- 
Grateful notes ſhould fill the air, 
Who in virtue foremoſt ſtands: 
T.et the joyous, gen'rous ſtrains 
Echo thro' th' Arcadian plains, 


5 The youth who beſt attunes the lay 
5 To hymn the honours of the day, 
His name ſhall through the plains s reſound, 
By Beauty ſhall his worth be crewn'd ; 
For la the nuptial torch ſhall ſhine, 
And Love and Fame their wreathes con nbine. 
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Let the joyous, gen'rous trains 
Echo thro' th Arcadian plains, 


— 3— wo, 
Sue a — — 2 
Y +. 
4 - b 
— = 
= = 


—_ A 


Sung by Mr. Blanchard ard Mrs, Martyr, in Marian 


OUNG William is conſtant as light, 
And Thomas has truth on his brow,- 
Whilſt Robin reſembles the blight 
Which mildews the bud on the bough, 
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Falſe Patty is changeful as air, 
Inconſtancy fits on her brow, 
Whilſt Robin, till true to the fair, 


Leaves the ſweets to the bud on the bough,. 


— —— 
* 
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No longer repine and complain, 
Nor fill with your murmurs the grove, 
For pleaſure, ſweet pleaſure, not pain, 
The ſond boſom was f, Anion d for love. 
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How ſweet is the ſong in the vale, 

Ihe ſong which makes vocal the grove, 
The blackbird's example prevail, 

Her notes are the language of love. 


Song by Mrs. Kennedy, in Marian, 


K ye not my blitheſome bairns, 
My love is Scottiſh Jamie, 

Whaſe luking for a bonny cheel 
That's wander'd fra' his mammy, 


O'er hill and dale, through bog and mire, 
I gang'd along wi' Jamie, 

In bonnet blue and tartan plaid 
He woo'd me fra' my mammy. 

Bring, come bring your ſilſer here 
For ribbons, garters, glaſſes, 

Here's Jamie, freſh fra' bra Dundee, 
Wi' geer for pretty laſſes. 


Come buy, come buy, my pretty mails, 
And bring your filler here, 

Here's Jamie, freſh fra' bra! Dundee, 
Wha brings you mickle geer. 


Seng by Mrs. Billington, in Marian, 
He can J forget the fond hour 
When Edward firſt offer d his heart, 
At eve on the green, in the bow'r, 
I trembled for fear we ſhould part. 


You left me, dear Henry, forlorn, 
When night ſent the ſhepherds to reſt, 

I watch'd the firſt ſtreaks of the morn, 

I faw you return, and was bleſt, 


Sung 
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Sung by Mr. Blanchard and Mrs. Martyr, in Marian, 


Patty, I Heard it all behind the trees, 
My Robin only proves me, 
No more I'll grieve, my heart's at caſe, 
I'll ſteal away—he loves me, 


Robin, J was to blame to be ſo wild, 
My Patty only proves me, 

I ſaw her hide, ſhe look'd and ſmil'd, 
I ſure believe ſhe loves me. 


Patty, I'Il fetch my pail, and milk my kine, 
Since Robin only proves me, 
He ſtill is true, his heart is mine, 
My Robin truly loves me, 
Dver. 
Rabin. My Patty is the ſweeteſt laſs, 
Her pouting only proves me. 
Paity, How gaily all our lives will paſs, 
Since Robin truly loves me. 


Song by Mrs. Kennedy, in Marian, 


1 Canna laike ye, gentle Sir, 
Altho' a laird ye be, 

I laike a bonny Scottiſh lad, 
Wha brought me fra' Dundee, 


Haud away wi' Jamie o'er the lea, 
I gang'd along | 
Wi' free gude will, 
He's aw the world to me. 
ITſe gang'd wi' Jamie fra“ Dundee 
To cheer the laneſome way, - 
His cheeks are ruddy o'er wi' health 
He's frolick as the May. | 
Haud away, &c, 
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The lav'rock mounts to hail the mern, 
The lint-white ſwell her throat, 

But neither are fa ſweet, ſa clear, 
As Jamie's tuneful throat. 

Haud away, &c. 


—— — — — 


Sang by Mr. Johnſtone, in Marian. 


WW truth on her lips ſhe my infancy form'd, 


A ſtranger to falſchood and art, 
She charg'd me to ſpeak to the maid of my choice 
No language but that of the heart, 


Each tender affection which ſoftens the mind, 
Her converſe was form'd to impart, 

She charg'd me to ſpeak to the maid of my choice 
No language but that of the heart, 


T heard her—obey'd—and when Marian's ſoft voice 
Mild as love added wings to the dart, 

Sincere my expreſſion, tho' ardent I ſpoke, 
No language but that of the heart. 


Taz Grand SUmmuUM Box Un. 
Sung by. Mr. Incledon, Set by Mr. Hook, 
68 IVE me roſy wine, that foe to deſpair, 
IF 


Whoſe magical pow'r can baniſh all care, 
Of friendſhip the parent, compoſer of ſtrife, 
Ihe ſoother of ſorrow, and bleſſing of life: 
The ſchools about happinefs warmly diſpute, 
And weary the ſenſe in the phantom purſuit ; 
In ſpite of dull muxims I dare to define, 
The grand Summum Bonum's a bumper of wine, 


To the coward a warmth it ne'er fails to impart, 
And opens the lock of the miſerly heart, 

While thus we carouſe it, the wheels of the ſoul 
Oer life's rugged highway agrecably roll; 


Fach 
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Each thinks of his charmer who never can cloy, 
While fancy rides poſt to the regions of joy; 
In ſpite of dull maxims, &. 


Tis the balſam ſpecific, that heals ev'ry ſore, 

The oftner we taſte it we love it the more; 

Then he who true happineſs. ſecks to attain, 

With ſpirit the full flowing bumper muſt drain, 

And he who the court of fair Venus would know, 

Undaunted thro' Bacchus's vineyard muſt go 
In ſpite of dull maxims, &c. 


— 


Thr FirasTr Or ANACREON; 
Performod at Vauxhall with univerſal Applanſes. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


Cuorkyvs, 


V EL COME every nymph and ſwain, 
Welcome to this happy plain, 

Every nvmph ſhall kinder prove, 

And ev'ry ſwain ſhall ſing of love, 

While love and joy inſpires the day, 

And pleaſure crowns this happy day. N 


Ry cirarivx. 
| Now let us gaily drink and join 
1 Jo celebrate the god of wine; 
Revelry be nam'd his heir, 
The Graces are his daughters fair z. 
Sadneſs in Lethe's lake he ſteeps, 
Solicitude before him ſleeps. 


AIR. 


Pacchus, Jove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy, 

Still exhilarates my ſoul. 

With the raptures of thy bowl; 


——— — 
AD e . 


- 


ers „ G ooo een 
. - — 2 -- > p 
br —— 7 


- ew ”s 
o_ 


1 
{ 
4 
b 


206 THE BULL-FINCH, © 


When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober counſels then farewell, 

Let the winds that murmur ſweep 
All my ſorrows to the deep. 


RECITATIVE. 


To make the beverage divine, 
Mingle ſweet roſes with the wine, 
Dehzcious will the liquor prove, 
For roſes are the flow'rs of love. 


AIR. 


Sweet lyriſt, tune thy harp and play 
Reſponſive to my vocal lay; x 
Gently touch it while I ſing 

The roſe, the daughter of the ſpring ; 
In fabled ſong and tuneful lays 

Their fav'rite roſe the Muſes praiſe, 
To heav'n the roſe in fragrance flies, 
The ſweeteſt incenſe of the ſkies. 


AIX. 


Venus, queen of ſmiles and love, 
Quit, oh, quit the ſkies above, 
Jo our roſy bow'rs deſcend, 

At our mirthful feaſt attend. 


TRIO. 
While roſes round our temples twine,” 
We'll gaily quaff the ſparkling wine, 
This fon ſhall roll in joys away, 
To-morrow is a diſtant day. 
REeciTATIVE. 


Talk not to me of roſy bow'rs, 


Of ſparkling wine and fragrant flow'rs; 


The death of Damon I deplore, 
For lovely Damon is no more. 


AlR, 
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AIR. 


The death of Damon I deplore, 

The lovely Damon is no more; 

For thee, lov'd youth, theſe tears I ſhed, 

For love and joy with thee are fied : 
Along the hill, the vale, and vocal ſhore, 
Echo repeats—My Damon is no more. 


The death of Damon I deplore, 
The lovely Damon is no more; 
Ah! death, relentleſs to deſtroy 
All that's form'd for love and joy: 
Along the hill, the vale, and vocal ſhore, 
Echo repeats—My Damon is no more. 
AIR. 
Hear, my Phillis, charming maid, 
Here beneath the genial ſhade, 
Shelter'd by the ſpreading vine, 
Lovely Phillis, let's recline. 
Streams that murmur through the grove, 
Whiſper ſoft the voice of love, 
With ſmiling love and wanton ſport, 
Here Perſuaſion holds her court. 


DvuteTTo. 


Let Venus with light ſteps advance, 
And with gay Hymen lead the dance, 
Enjoy the pleaſures love can give, 
Not to love is not to live, 
Chorus. Welcome every nymph and ſwain, &c, 


— 
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Sung by Mr, Incledon, at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Hook, 


N ſtorms when clouds obſcure the ſky, 
And thunders roll; and lightnings fly, 

In midſt of all theſe dire alarms 
J think, my Sally, on thy charms, 


* — * 
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The troubled main, 
The wind and rain 
My ardent paſſion prove, 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm,. 
I'd think oa thee, my love, 


When rocks appear on ev'ry fide, 
And art is vain the ſhip to guide; 

In varied ſhapes when death appears, 
The thought of thee my boſom chears. 
The troubled main, 

The wind and rain 
My ardent paſſion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm,. 
I'd think on thee, my love. 


But ſhould the gracious pow'rs be kind, 
Diſpel the gloom and ſtill the wind, 
And waft me to thy arms once more, 
Safe to my long loſt native ſhore, 
No more the main 
I'd truſt again, 
But tender joys improve; 
I then wich thee, 
Should happy be, 
And think on nought but love. 


Hoor AWA YE Loon. 
Sung by Miſs Leary, at FVauxhall, 


And filler Cynthia roſe, 
The flow'r cnamell'd banks I preſt 
Where Chryſtal Eden flows; 


N HEN weary Sol gang'd down the weſt, 


Young 


THE BULL-FINCH. 
Young Jocky ſat him by my fide, 


I ken'd his meaning ſoon, 
He a{k'd a kiſs, I ſcornful cry'd, 
Ah!“ hoot awa ye Loon.“ 


Dear Peggy din ye flont a youth, 
Or gi' that boſom pain 

Which pants wi' honour and wi' truth, 
To take thee for its ain; 

Then on his pipe he ſweetly play'd 
A moſt delightful tune, 

But na mair words to him I ſaid, 
Than “ hoot awa ye Loon.” 


He ſaid, Meſs John ſhould us unite, 
If I to kirk wad gang, 

My boſom beat wi' new delight, 
Wi' him I went alang ; 

The bonny lad I found ſincere, 
Not waining like the moon, 

So dear I loo him, I na mair 
Will „ hoot aua the Loon.” 


Song ly Miſs Poole, at Fanxhall, 
OUNG I am and yet unſkill'd. 


How to make a lover yield, 
How to keep and how to gain, 
How to love and how to feign : 
Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true, 


Stay not till I learn the way 

How to fib and to betray, 

Ere I can my thoughts diſguiſe, 

Force a bluſh, or roll my eyes, 

8 Take me, take me, &c. - 
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Could I find a blooming youth, 
Full of love end full of truth, 
Of honeſt mind and noble mien, — 
I ſhould long to be ſixteen. 
Take me, take me, &c, 


"III 


* —— — — — 


Taz DAIsIED Mea, 
Sung by M/s Bertles, at Vauxhall, Set by Mr. Hook, 


HE daiſied mead once Laura ftray'd 
To taſte the cooling breeze, 
And fondly hop'd ſhe ne'er might loſe 
Her preſent thoughtleſs eaſe, 


A ſportive infant-there ſhe found, - 
hoſe ſmiles her heart allur'd, 
She claſp'd the charmer to her breaſt, 
And long his mirth endur'd. 


Ah! hapleſs maid—ſhe little thought 
"Twas love himſelf ſhe preſs'd, 

Twas all her thoughtleſs eaſe-ſhe loft, . 
And only care poſſeſs d. 


Sung by Mr. Iliff, at Vauxhall. Set by Dr, Arnold. 


1 was a braw young lad, 
Y And Jemmy ſwarth and tawney, 
They my heart no capture made, 

For that was prize to Sawney. 
Jockey woos _ ſighs and ſues, 

And Jemmy offers money ; 
Well I fee they both love me, 

But I love only Sawney. - 


Jockey high his voice can raiſe, 
And Jemmy tunes his viol, 

But when Sawney pipes {ſweet lays 
My heart kens no denial; 


hk, 


' Lovely DNIIA. Sung by Mr. Incledon, at Vauxhall. 
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One he ſings, and t'other ſtrings, 
Though ſweet they only teaze me; 
Sawney's muſe I can't refuſe, 
He makes the ſong to pleaſe me. 


Sawney's hute and lively tune 
Sound ſo ſweet and bonny, 
Philomel that heard would ſoon 
Come forth to echo Sawney : 
Oh! for wings—the ſteeple rings 
To wed my joy and honey; 
Crowns of kings are but poor things 
Compar'd to my ſweet Sawney. {3 


Compoſed by Mr, Carter.. 


ILL lovely Delia firſt I knew, 
My heart was free from pain 
Chearful the hoars ſucceſſive flew, 
And care attack'd in vain. 


But ſad reverſe of late I've prov'd,. 
No joy, no peace have known; 

With leaden wings the time has mov'd, 
While I have penfive grown. 

Oh! like the pow'rs that form'd you fair, 
Relieve a wretched youth, 

Who ev'ry earthly bliſs would ſhare, 
Or glad to prove his truth, 


AvDitu MA LIBERTE, 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Hook. 
N O more from fair to fair I'll rove, 
a. 


A convert now to love I prove, 
And boaſt my conſtancy ; 
I penfive figh beneath a ſhade, 
While thus reſounds the echoing glade, 
Adieu, ma Liberté. 
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No more with pipe or jocund ſong 

I now attract the liſt ning throng, 
With merry wanton glee; 

Alone I ſigh for Chloe's charms, 

And muſing cry, with folded arms, 
Adieu, ma Liberte. 
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Vet would the ſmiling fair approve 
My fond deſires, my conſtant love, 
How happy ſhould I be; 
With jocund ſong each grove ſhould ring, 
With joyful heart would Strephon ſing, 
Adieu, ma Liberte. 


— — — 
BorRHRWw ILL Banks. 


Sung by Mrs. Stuart, at Vauxhall, 


Bothwell Banks, thou bloomeſt fair, 
But, ah! thou mak'ſt my heart deſpair, 
For all beneath thy holts ſa green, 
My love and I wad fit and ſing. 
O Bothwell Banks, thou bloomeſt fair, 
But, ab! thou mak'ſt my heart deſpair, 
Well-a-day, well-a-day, woe is me! 


He left me on a dreary day, 

And ſleeps beneath this ſod of clay; 

Till death my tears his fate ſhall mourn, 

While thus with flow'rs his grave I crown, 
O Bothwell Banks, &c, 


The trumpet call'd, my ſoldier flew, 
The foes of Scotland to purſue; 

He' fought, he fell, by robbers ſlain — 
When will my boſom burſt wi” pain? 
O Bothwell Banks, &c. 


Sung 
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Sung by Mrs, IIiff, at Vauxhall, 


N O paſtime or ſport can with hunting compare, 
Let each lad and each laſs to the field then 
repair, | 

While health, roſy health, with delight ſhall keep pace, 

And prove there's no joy like the joy of the chace. 

When the horn's ſprightly notes calls the ſpor.imen 
away, , 

Tantity, tantivy, hark forward, huzza! „ 


Let faſhion, and ſcandal, and cards ſhare the time 
Of your fine London Iadies who murder their primes 
Give me the delights that enliven this place, 
While Echo re-echo'd gives joy to the chace. 
When the horas ſprightly, &c. 


Oer mountain, o'er valley, with ſpeed haſte away, 
No longer our innocent paſtime delay; | 
Aurora to welcome with bright ruddy face, 
Let Echo re-echo'd give joy to the chace, 

When the horns ſprightly, &c. 


Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall. 


ESTRAIN'D from the fight of my dear, 
No object with pleaſure I ſee; 

Though thouſands around me I ſee, 
The world's but a deſart to me. 

In vain is the verdure of May, 
The trees dreſt ſo blooming and gay; 

The birds though they whiſtle and fing, 
Delight not while Damon's away. 


Reclin'd by a ſoft murm'ring ſtream, 
] weeping diſburthen my care; 
I tell to the rocks my fond theme, 
Whoſe echo but ſoothes my deſpain 
For vain is the verdure, &c. 
4 
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Ye ſtreams that ſoft murmuring flow, | 


Convey to my love ev'ry tear; 
Ye rocks that reſound to my woe, 
og * my complaint in his ear, 


n vain is the verdure, &c. 


. 4. 


7s Sung by Mi/s Poole, at Vauxhall. 


MONG the ſwains 
Who trip the plains, 
Young Johny is moſt ſmart; 
He ſings ſo ſweet, 
And looks ſo neat, 

I fear he's won my heart, 
Beneath a ſhade 
I once was laid, 

And he was over-leaning; 
He heav'd a ſigh, 

J can't tell why, 

I wiſh I knew his meaning. 
My tender lambs 
And bleating dams, 

When o'er the lawn I trace; 
With pleaſing air, 

He ſtill is near, 

And gazcs on my face. 
When hounds and horn 
Awake the morn, 

He finds me then a gleaning; 
Then tells a tale 
Which might prevail, 

If once I knew his meaning, 


If once inclin'd 

To tell his mind, 
If wedlock is his plan, 

Then void of ftrife, 

I'll prove a wife, 


And do the beſt I can, 


4 


THE BULL-FINCH. 213 


I ne'er will vex, 
Or him perplex, 

Or wicked ways be ſeen in; 
For he ſhall prove 
How much F love, 

But let him tell his meaning. 


Sung by Mrs. Stuart, at Vauxhall, 


IN vain, fond youth, you would conceal 
The feelings of a love-fick heart, 
Thy conſcious eyes too well reveal 
What timid love dares not impart. 


Thy thoughts are open, ſpight of art, 
For love has made thy paſſions known ; 

Love taught me how to read thy heart, 
And pity feelings like my own. 


— 


LovELY STREPHON. 
Sung by Miß Birtles, at Vauxhall, 
2 Strephon, deareſt creature, 
Kind invader of my heart, 
Grec'd with ev'ry gift of nature, 
Rais'd with ev'ry grace of art. 


Were I ſure you ſtill would love me, 


As thy charms my heart have mov'd, 
None could e'er be bleſt above me, 
None could -e'er be more belov'd. 


A favourite SCOTCH SONG, 
Sung by Miſs Leary, at V. auxhall, 
W ae G Sandy is a dowdy lad, 
And Jemmy's ſwarth and tawney, 
No heart of mine they captivg made, 
For that is loſt to Johnny, * 
I net | Blink 
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Blink o'er the burn, my Johnny dear, 
Blink o'er the burn to me; 

Blink o'er the burn, my Johnny dear, 
And I will gang w1' thee, . 


Young Sandy woos, and ſighs, and ſues, 
And Jemmy offers money; 
Now well I know they both love me, 
But I love none but Johnny. 
Blink o'er the burn, &c. 


And if he aſks me for his bride, 
I'll not deny my Johnny; 
He's not a lad to be deny'd, 

So fair, ſo blithe, ſo bonny. 
Blink o'er the burn, &c. 


— — 


CoxrENT. Sang by Mr. Incledon, at Vauxhall, 


1 all ye nymphs and ye ſwains of the 
green, 
For you I have rov'd the plains round; 
Whole months I've been prying, and now I have ſcen 
Where ſmiling Content's to be found. 


I ſought her 'mongſt crowds, and in each gaudy place, 
But theſe were the manſions of care; 

In the palace of greatneſs unknown was her face, 
Contentment had never bcen there. 


At laſt, near a brook, to a cottage I ſtray d, 
With a few ſingle ſheep on the green; 

The roſe and the woodbine their ſweetneſs diſplay'd, 
Not plenty, but health, bleſt the ſcene. 


Good-nature appear'd, and unlock'd me the door, 
Nor knew what my coming there meant ; 

How great my ſurprize ! here my ſearch was all o'cr, 
She told me her name was Content, 


Seng 
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Song in The Capricions Lovers, 


HOUGH my features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 


Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt; 
Not a wrinkle is there 
Which 1s furrow'd by care, 
And my heart 1s as light as the beſt, 


When I look on my boys, 

They renew my paſt joys; 
Myſelf in my children I ſee; 

While the comforts I find 

In the kingdom my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free, 


In the days I was young, 
Oh! I caper'd and ſung, 


The laſſes came rp. 


apace; 


But, now turn'd of threeſcore, 
J can do ſo no more, 


Why then let my boy take my place. 


O, our — we crack, 


For we 


ill love the ſmack, 


And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
Yet why ſhould we repine, 


You've had your's, I've had mine, 


And now let our children begin, 


— 


— 


Set by Dr, Pepuſch. Words by Mr. Hughes. 
| RECITAaTIVE. 


898 from the ſilent 8 


And ſeeks with ev 


ry 


rove Alexis flies, 


pleaſing art 


To eaſe the pain which lovely eyes 


Created in his heart: 


To ſhining theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving airs, 


pray rs: 


L 


2t7 


Where thus to muſick's pow'r the ſwain addreſs d his 


Aix. 
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Alx. of 

Charming ſounds that ſweetly 3 L 

Muſick, oh, compoſe my anguiſh! L 

Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee, | (S 
Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee : 

Phcebus, quickly then relieve me, | A 
Cupid ſhall no more deceive me; Be 
0 III to ſprightlier joys be free; 5 
| I'll to ſprightlier joys be free, T 
[| RecitaTive. 

[4 Apollo heard the fooliſh ſwain, Ct 
He knew, when Daphne once he loy'd, v 
How weak t' aſſuage an am' rous pain, R 

His own harmonious voice had prov'd, Pe 


And all his healing herbs how vain: 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking ſtrings, 
Preluding to his voice, and ſings; 


AlR. 


Sounds, though charming, can't relieve thee; 
Do not, ſhepherd, then deceive thee; 
Muſick is the voice of love; 
Muſick is the voice of love: 
If the tender maid believe thee, 
Soft relenting, kind conſenting, 
Will alone thy pain remove; 
Will alone thy pain remove. 


3 Fn 


FTE InvirartION. 

OME, ye party-jangling ſwains, | 
C Leave NN quit the plains; Or 
Friends to country, or to court, De 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. | 

Chokus. Th 

Ever welcome to our feaſt, Bu 

Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt, | 

| Sprightly 
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Sprightly widows, come away ; 
Laughing dames and virgins gay ; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, 
(Smiling hopes of future bliſſes.) 


Ever welcome, Tt, 


All that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 
In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow. 


Ever welcome, c. 


Comus jeſting, muſick charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming, 
Rage and party-malice dies, 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 


Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt, 


— 


Song in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HY gentle was my Damon's air! 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair: 
His voice was like the nightingale's; 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 
How hard ſuch beauties to refign 

And yet that cruel taſk is mine; 

How hard ſuch beauties to refign ! 

And yet that cruel taſk is mine, 


Alx. 


On ev'ry hill, on ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 
The hills, c. 
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From hill from dale, each charm is fled : 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 
All nature does my loſs deplore : 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon till I ſeek in vain. 
All, all, Sc. 


Song by Mrs. Mattocks - ol Lowe in a V illage, 
8 once love's ſubtle poiſon gains 
A paſſage to the female breaſt ; 
Ruſhing, like lightning, thro” the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſs' d. 
'To heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its {kill applies; 


Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


— 


Set by Mr. Howard, 


A ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that till ſhall love thee, 
I'll aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee; 
I' viſit oft the birken buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our haunts thou didſt repair, 
By green-wood ſhaw, or fountain ; 
Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon mountain: 
There will I tell the trees and-flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By vows you're mine, my love is yours, 


My heart, which cannot wander. 


Set 


Jet 
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Set by Dr. Howard. 


HY heaves my fond boſom? ah! what can it 
mean ? | 
Why flutters my heart that was once fo ſerene? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Dapine is 
near ; 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear ? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy f.c2; 

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; = 

With thy * I am charm'd, but enſlav d by thy 
mind; 


With thy face, &c. 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 

There native good- humour and virtue reſide : 

Pray heaven a virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 

With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die; 
With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die, 


þ —_ 


11 


Song, Set by Dr. Howard, 
The Wordt by Paul Whitehead, E/. 
RECITATIVvE. 


HEN Bacchus, jolly God, invites 
To revel in his ev'ning rites, 
Tn vain his altar I ſurround, 
Though with Burgundian incenſe crown'd: 
No charms has wine without the laſs; 
'Tis love gives reliſh to the glaſs, 


Arn. 


While all around, with jocund glee, 


In brimmers toaſt their 1 ſhe, 
3 
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Though ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart ſtill whiſpers Chloe's name: 
And thus with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health. 
Song in Love in a Village, 
H much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find; 
But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and virtue join d. 
The caſket, where to outward ſhow 
The artiſt's hand is ſeen, | 
Is doubly valu'd when we know 
It holds a gem within, 


| A favourite Cantata. Set by Mr. Stanley, 
A1R, 
HO'LL buy a heart, Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 
A face like lovely Hebe's, fair; 
A pair of eyes that wound at ſight, 
And foil the di'monds piercing light? 
REeciTATIVE. 
Come hither, ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love; 
Come, quickly come, for he 
Buys that bids the moſt for me. 
AlR. 


But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Cracſus' wealth, to come, 
Nor vainly hope, for gems, or gold, 
Such charms as theſe can e er be ſold; 
So vile a change I fcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin I take, 


Hoyt: 
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Hors: A Paſtoral. Set by Dr. Arne, 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with hees, 
Whoſe murmurs invite me to ſleep; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep; 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my mountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets blow. 


I're found out a gift for my fair; 
I've found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But, let me that plunder forbear, 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed : 
He ne'er could he true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young; 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray, | 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves, and the vallies as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
The face of the vallies as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare; 
But their love 1s not equal to mine. 


— — 1 


Set by Dr. Boyce. The Words by Mr. Moore. 
Hey bleſt has my time been! what days have I 


known, 


Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made ſeſſy my own! 


So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain; 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain, 
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Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often we firay, 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play ; 

How pleaſing their ſport is, the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me; 

And borrow, &c. h 


To try her ſweet temper oft-times am I ſeen 

In revels all day with the nymphs of the green; 
'Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with compliance wy ſmiles 
And meets, &c. 


What tho' on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 
Her eaſe and -humour bloom all the year thro': 
Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 


And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her youth; 
And gives, &c, 


Ye ſhepherds, ſo gay, who make love to inſnare, 
And cheat with falle vows the too credulous fair; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam! 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home; 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 


* — — 


SONG, 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 

- To ſcape from her charms, and to drown 'em 
in wine; 

I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 

The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart, 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 

Who paus'd on my cafe, and each circumftance 
weigh'd; 

Then gravely pronounc'd in return to my pray'r, 

'That lebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 
J came for your counſel, to find out a fault: 
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For bonny Bell for Thomas 


vein? 


My ſenſes, ſurpris'd, in her favour took arms, 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms, 
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Tf that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 


What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While, like lightning, ſhe darts thro' each throbbing 


—— 


i. — 
— —  — — —— — 
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Cross PurPOsEs, 


OM loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 
But Harry ighs for honny Bell, 
And finds his love miſcarry; 
burns, 
Whilſt Mary ſlights his paſſion : 
So ftrangely freakiſh are the turns 
Of human inclination. 


Mol gave Hal a wreath of flow'rs, 
Which he in am'rous folly, 

Conſign'd to Bell, and in few hours 
It came again to Molly : 

Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can be truer; 


Each loves the object they purſue, 


But hates the kind purſuer, 


As much as Mary, Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary : 

And all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: 

If one of all the four has frown'd 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer ; 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good-humour. 
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Then, lovers hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation; 

How much is ev'ry one's concern 
To ſmile at reformation. 

And ftill thro? life this rule purſue, 
Whatever objects ſtrike you, 

Be kind to them who fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may like you, 


— 


Song. Set by Dr. Arne. 


W/ HAT means that tender ſigh, my dear? 
Why filent drops that cryſtal tear? 
What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 
Where love and peace delight to reſt ? 
What though thy Jocky has been ſcen 
With Molly ſporting on the green, 
"Twas but an artful trick to prove 
The matchleſs force of ay fo love. 
Tis true the —___ had dreſt, 
"0 grace the witty Daphne's breaſt ; 1 
But twas at her deſire to try 
If Damon caſt a jealous eye: 
Theſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn: 
But in thy fragrant boſom lies 
A ſweet perfume that never dies. 


— — 


— — ——_—_K_—. 


Song, Set by Dr. Arne, 


OW blythe was I each morn to ſee, 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to mez , 
I met him with good will: 


I neither wanted ewe nor lamb 
When his flocks near me lay; 
He gather'd in my ſheey at night, 1 
And chear'd me all the day, 
5 Oh! 
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Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe; 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes, 
He tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds food liſt' ning by; 
The fleecy flock ſtood till and gaa d. 
Charm'd with his melody: 
While thus we your our time,. by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Though e'er ſo rich and gay. 
| Oh! the broom, Fe, 
He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 
Could I but faithful be? 
He ſtole my heart; could I refuſe 
Whate'er he alk'd of me? 
Hard fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeit ſwain 
That ever yet was born, 
Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe ; 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes, 
— — — PZ2—üPä —V—.vtðrðv— ũ.àm—L—U! — 
Song in Love in a Village. 
He happy were my days till now! 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 
With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning- wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird” I ſung, 
Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring * 
— 6 


4. 
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O, the fool! the ſilly, filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be! 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my own country, 


— 


Song in Love in a Village. 
M* heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice; 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 
Let parents rule, cry Nature's laws, 
And children ſtill obey: _ 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe 
Againſt tyrannick ſway ? | 


Song in The Maſque of Alfred. 


E warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
To chear me your harmony bring; 
Unleſs, fince my ſhepherd is gone, 
You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing : 
Each flower declines its ſweet head, 
Nor odours around me will throw; 


While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead 


Seems kindly to pity my woe. 


Each rural amuſement I try 
In vain to reſtore my paſt eaſe; 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loft the power to pleaſe: 
Ye ſeaſons, that brighten the grove, 
Not long for your abſence we mourn; 
But Strephon neglects me and love, 
He roves, and will neyer return. 


on 1 2 
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hand band 
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As gay as the ſpring 1s my dear, 

And ſweet as all flowers combin'd ; 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can chear, 

Ah! why then like the winter unkind ? 
Unkind he is not, I can prove, 

But tender to others can be; 
To Cælia and Chloe makes love, 

And only is cruel to me. 


TRE Rover. 


N all the ſex ſome charms I find, 
I love to try all womankind, 
| The fair, the ſmart, the witty ; 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty. 
In Cupid's fetters, moſt ſevere, 
I languifh'd out a long, long year, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty; 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty. 


At length I broke the galling chain, 

And ſwore that love was endleſs pain, 
One conſtant ſcene of folly ; 
One conſtant, &c. 

I vow'd no more to wear the yoke; 

But ſoon ] felt a ſecond ſtroke, 
And ſigh'd for blue-ey'd Molly; 
And ſigh'd, &c. 


With treſſes next of flaxen hue, 

Voung Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
Who lives in yonder valley; 
Who lives, &c. JE 

Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 

And caught me in the curling hair 

| f little tempting Sally, 
Of little, e. 
| 2 


: — © Gate 1 DDr 
+a = - - 


Ee TT OT Eo 
- at — — — == - 3 — — 8 — on L225 
_ = — = — = - — : 4 


22 
* - 


230 THE BULL-FINCH. 


Adorn'd with charms, though blythe and young, 
My ws heart with bondage ſprung, 

"This heart of yielding mettle ; 

This heart of yielding mettle: 

And now 1t wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle ; 
But never more will ſettle, 


Song. Set by Dr. Arne, 


Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
e him, ye gods, your care, 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 

Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Cælia mourn'd, 

- While courteous Echo lent her aid, 

And ſigh for ſigh return'd, 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face 
Each riſing fear diſarms; 


He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She finks into his arms. 


Song. Set by Dr. Howard. 


& ay new-flown birds the ſhepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the May; | 
Come, Paſtorella, now the ſpring 


Makes ev'ry landſcape gay: 


Wide. 
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Wide- ſpreading trees their leafy ſhade 
O'er half the plain extend, 

Or, in reflecting fountains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring branches bend, 

Or, in reflecting fountains play d, 
Their quiv*'ring branches bend. 

Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 
And bleſs the riſing year; 

Oh! how my ſoul grows fick of time, 
Till thou, my love, appear! 

Then ſhall J paſs the * day, 
Warm in thy beauty's ſhine, 

When thy dear flock ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine; 
And intermix, &c. 


For thee of doves a milk-white pair 
In filken bands I hold; | 
For thee a firſtling lambkin fair 
I keep within the fold; 
If milk-white doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender lambkins pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs heart without deceit, 
Be offer d up with theſe ; 
Be offer'd up with theſe. 
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Song in Thomas and Sally. Set by Dr. Arne, 
WW HEN I was a young one, what girl was like 


me; 

So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee? 

I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where'er 
A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there, 


To all that came near I had — to ſay: 
"Twas, This, fir—and That, fir—but ſcarce ever Nay; 
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And Sundays dreſs'd out in my ſilks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place, 


Ar 
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At twenty I got me a hufband, poor man! T 
Well, reſt him—We all are as good as we can; Fo 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, T 
And jealous—though truly I gave him no cauſe, As 
He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me—but let me alone; Fo 
| * I've a tongue, and I paid him his own: Ar 
| e wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untow'rd, Ar 


Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word, 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 
I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago; 

This Time's a ſore foe; there's no ſhunning his dart; 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart, 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum-chance ; 
I ſtill love a tune, though unable to dance: 
And, books of devotion, laid by on my ſhelf, 


Ii teach that to others I once did myſelf, | Tt 
| . w. 
| Song. Set. by Mr. Holcombe. | 
OU tell me I'm handſome (I know not how 'Th 

And eaſy ny "EG and good-humour'd too: An 


'That my lips are as red as the roſe-bud in June, | 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in tune: | 


All this has been told me by twenty before; T 

| But he that would win me muſt flatter me more; | 
| - But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, FE 

| | If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 

; Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I! ( 

My eaſe and good-humour ſhort raptures will bring, Th 

| My voice, like the nightingale's, know but a ſpring; \ 

| For charms ſuch as theſe then your praiſes give o'er, Th 


To love rae for life you muſt ſtyl love me more: 
| To love me, &c, | ; 
| ; Then 


IOW 
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Then talk not to me of a ſhape, or an air; 

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there: 

"Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour as ſunſhine the day : 
For if that you love me, your flame may be true, 
And I in my turn may be taught to love too; 
And I in my turn may be taught to love too, 


— 
— 


— 2 


Seng in T he Chaplet. 


| about the briſk bowl, twill enliven the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the graſs: 

The lover, who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The wretch who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, 

Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs; 
Deſerves, &c. 


The beau, who ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd hair, 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon d an aſs; 
Deſerves, &c. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs ; 

And oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home. 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs; 
Claps the horns, &c, 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well fronted with braſs, 

Tho' he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 

There you, my goa! friend, are an aſs; 

There you, &c, 


The 
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The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs; 


The fick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 


But death proves the doctor an aſs; 
But death, &c, 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


"_— — — —_ 


Sorg in Love in a Village. 
UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
| Take the helpleſs lover's part; 
Seiſe, oh! ſeiſe, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart, 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
o the body would enthrall; 


— a 


- 'Tyrants of more cruel kind, 


Thoſe who would enſlave the mind, 
Cupid, god of, &c. g 

What is grandeur? Foe to reſt; 

Childiſh mummery at beſt, 

Happ J in bumble ſtate! 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait, 
Cupid, god of, &c. 


Song. Set by Dr. Howard, 


| 1 blytheſt bird that ſings in May, 
Was ne'er more blythe, was ne'er more gay 


Than I, ah, well-a-day! 
Than I, ah, well-a-way! 


Ere 


Ere 


THE BULL-FINCH, 


Ere Colin yet had learn'd to ſigh, 
Or I to gueſs the reaſon why, 
Oh, love! ah, well-a-day! 
Oh, love! ah, well-a-day! 


We kiſs'd, we toy'd, we neither knew 


From whence theſe fond endearments grew, 


Till he, ah, well-a-day ! 
Till he, &c. 
By time and other ſwains made wiſe, 
Began to talk of hearts and eyes, 
And love, ah, well-a-day! 
And love, &c. 


Kind nature now took Colin's part; 
My eyes inform'd againſt my heart: 
My heart, ah, well-a-day! 
My heart, &c. 
Straight glow'd with thrilling ſympathy, 
And echo'd back each gentle ſigh, 
Each ſigh, ah, . 
Each ſigh, &c, 


Can love, alas! by words be won? 
He aſk'd a proof, a tender one, 
While I, ah, well-a-day! 
While I, ah, well-a-day! 
In filence bluſh'd a fond reply : 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny? 
Ah, no! ah, well-a-day! 
Ah, no! ah, well-a-day! 
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236 THE BULL-FINCH. 
Song, Set by-Dr. Green. The Words by Mr, Gay. Then 


O, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, T1 
My Chloe's boſom grace, Our) 
How happy ſhould I prove, W. 


How happy ſhould I prove, 
> I ſupply that envied place 
ith never-fading love! 

With never-fading love! 


There, N like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die; 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant roſes there, 
More fragrant roſes there: 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 
With envy and deſpair, 
With envy and deſpair. 


One common fate we both muſt prove; 
You die with envy, I with love, 
You die with envy, I with love. 


— —— — 


Tür MonpesT QUESTION, 


AN love be controll'd by advice? 
Can madneſs and reaſon agree ? 
Oh! Molly, who'd ever be wiſe, 
If madneſs is loving of thee? 
Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe 


The joys they want ſpirits to taſte; . 
Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, Sti 

And the bleſſings of life while they laſt. 
Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; e 


Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 
Too late may repent being coy. 
p Then 
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Jay, Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till our beſt blood begins to run cold? 
Our youth we can have but to-day; 
We may always find time to grow old, 


Song, Set by Dr. Arne. 


EHOLD the ſweet flowers around, 
With all the bright beauties they wear, 
With all the bright — they wear; 
Vet none on the plains can be found, 
So lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia is, fair. 


Ye warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, 
No longer in ſilence remain, 
No longer in ſilence remain; 

Oh! lend a fond lover your notes, 
To ſoften, to ſoften, my Celia's diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 


Oft-times in yon flowery vale 
I breathe my complaints in a ſong, 
I breathe my complaints in a ſongs 
Fair Flora attends the ſai tale, 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the borders along, 
And {weetens the borders along. 


But Celia, whoſe breath might perfume 
The boſom of Flora in May, 
The boſom of Flora in May; 
Still frowning pronounces my doom, 
Regardleſs, regarcleſs, of all I can ſay, 
. Regardleſs of all I can ſay. 


Then ROS Sang 


— 
— — — — — — 
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Song in Love in a / illage, 


H PEI thou nurſe of young deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 

Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet that ne'er can cloy, 


Hope! thou earneſt of del'ght, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 
Zalmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find, 
Dur. 
Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill; 
Deal our pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


— 


Song in Love in a V illage. 


ELL, well, ſay no more; 
So yon told me before, 
I know the full length of my tether, 
Do-you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool, 
I can ſpell you, and put you together, 
A word to the wiſe 
Will always ſuffice : 
Add ſniggers! go talk to your parrot, 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 


Thof I ſay't of myſelf, 


But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


Song in the Oratorio of Suſanna, Set by Mr, Handel, 
SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet, 
That ſcents the ambient air ; 


Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 


day, 


l. 
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Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble through the grove? 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 

Let pride in ſplendour ſnine: 

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear; 
Be fair Suſanna mine, 


_ 


Tar ScxooL or ANnAcREon, A Cantata, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 
RECITATIVRE. 


ES feſtive hoard was met, the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent ſtand ; 
My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule; 

No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within : 

Old Care, begone! here ſadneſs is a fin, 


Ain. 


Tell not me the joys that wait 

On him that's learn'd, or him that's great; 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe; | 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe: 

The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 

Me their friend and fav'rite own, 

And I was born for them alone: 

Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 

Give them to the fools I hate. 


But let love, let life be mine: 
Bring me women, bring me wine: 
Speed the dancing hours away; 


Mind not what the grave ones ſay; 
| Gaily 


Such, 
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Gaily let the minutes fly, 

In wit and freedom, love and joy: 
So ſhall love, ſhall life be mine; 

Bring me women, bring me wine, 


— 


Song in The Miſer. 


OW brim-full of nothing's the life of a beau! 
ba, thy nothing to think of, they've nothing 
to do; | 
And nothing to talk of for nothing they know : 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau; 
Such, ſuch, 1s the life of a beau, 


For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; 
Spend the morning in nothing, but curling their hair; 
And do nothing all day, but fing, ſaunter, and ſtare: 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau; | 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


For nothing at night to the play-houſe they crowd ; 
To mind nothing done there, they always are proud; 
But to bow and to grin, and talk zothing rad | : 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau; 

Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball: 

And for nothing at cards, a fair partner they call; 
For they ſtill muſt be baſted, who've nothing at all: 
lch, is the life of a beau; 

Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear; 
They have nothing to hope for, and nothing to fear: 
They can be nothing no where, who nothing are here, 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau; 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


Song 
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Song by Mr. Bowden, in Love in a Village. 


ONS! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle like this ; 

What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs? 
The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) - 
Would do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place. 


No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 

To ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee: 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe; 
We all love a pretty girl—under the roſe. 


hing 
Song. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
\ AJ HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 
He lightly regarded her air and her mien; 
He ſlightly regarded her air and her mien: 
ir; 'The A of her mind he alone did commend, 


are: Not warm as a lover but cool as a friend; 

| From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did move, 
And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love ; 
And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love. 


New charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known; 
Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own, 
Her face, &c. 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And ev'ry dear virtue beam'd forth in her mind : 
Still, fill, for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Till a figh gave the omen, and ſhow'd it was love; 
Till a ſigh, &c. 
Now, proud to be conquer'd, he fighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all bowie ing but being with her; 
Grows dull, &c. | 
. He's mute, till his heart-ſtrings are ready to break; 
re, For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak; | 
And wanders a willing example to prove, 
That friendſhip with woman is ſiſter to love; 
That friendſhip, &c. 


A lover 
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A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence; 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe; 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe: 
His paſſion nor wrinkles nor age can allay, 

Since founded on that which can never decay; 
And time, that can beauty's ſhort empire remove, 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love; 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love, 


Tre REASONABLE LovER, 


Seek not at once in a female to find 

"The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind; 
Let the fair-one I love have but prudence in view, 
That, though ſhe deceives, I may ſtill think her true: 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 
Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mien: 
By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity led, | 
Nor indebted to paint—for white or for red, 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the ſex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex: 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 

For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt : 

May her humour the taſte of the company hit, 

Nor affetedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: 

Go find out the maid that is torm'd on my plan, 
And I'll love her for ever—I mean, if I can, 


** 


Song by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village, 


O How ſhall I, in language weak, 
| My ardent paſſion tell, 

r form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 
Tbat cruel word, farewell! 


Farewell? 
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Farewell but know, tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray : 

Go where I will, my conſtant heart, 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay, 


On FatENDOSHIT. 


HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet: 

How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found? 
O Friendſhip! thou balm, and rich ſweetener of life; 
Kind parent of eaſe and compoſer of ſtrife; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour! 
How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend ! 
Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear, 
Their kihdneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they my preſs, 


Song. Set by Dr. Arne, 


OME, Roſalind, oh! come and ſee 
What pleaſures are 1n ſtore for thee ; 

The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 
The fields the gayeſt beauties wear; 

The fields the gayeſt beauties wear: 

The joyful . in ev'ry grove, 

Now warble out their ſongs of love, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love; 
For thee they ſing, and roſes bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come; 


And Colin thee invites to come. 


M 2 Come, 
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Come, Roſalind, and Colin join; 
My tender flocks and all are thine: 
If love and Roſalind be near, 

"Tis May and pleaſure all the year; 
*Tis May and pleaſure all the year. 
Come, fs a cottage and a ſwain: 
Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain? 
Can ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain? 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Colin calls, then haſte away ; 
For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


——— —— — 


An ADDpREss To THE LADIES. 


E belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome round, 
Pray tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 
The ſexes at once ſo confound ? 
What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion deſign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your . girls, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex, 


The girl, who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry art to her aid; 

The boſom diſplay'd, and the petticoat ſhort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade : 

But ycu on whom Ts indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, 

Should ſlily attack with coyneſs and wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent air—brave girls, 
Not with, &c. 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 

And kindly ſhould ſeem by the artiſt deſign'd, 
To ſerve as a model for you, 


Then | 
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Then learn with her beauties to copy her air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal: 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal—ſweet girls, 
And double, &c. 


The bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure; 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our homage we'll pay, 
And your empire 1s ſolid and ſure: | 

But if Amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may do very well for fiſters or aunts; 
Believe me, you'll never be wives—poor girls, 
Believe me, you'll never be waves. 


Song in The Beggar's Opera. 


IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 

Near it the bees in 4 flutter and cluſter, 

And gaudy butterflies frolick around. 


But when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden 'tis ſent as yet ſweet, 
There ſhrinks, and fades, and grows paſt all enduring, 

Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under tect. 


Song. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


A? Thyrſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt, 
With a figh, her ſoft hand to his boſom he preſt, 
While his paſſion he breath'd in the grove: 

As the bird to his neſt ſtill returns for repoſe, 
As back to its fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my love. | 


en M 3 | Yet 
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Yet c'er this heart roves, or revolts from its chains, 
May Ceres in rage quit the valleys and plains, 
May Pan his protection deny: ä ä 
In vain would young Phillis and Laura be kind; 
On the lips of another no rapture I find; 
With thee as I've liv'd, fo I'll die. 
More ſtill had he ſworn, hut the queen of the May, 
Young Jenny the wanton, by chance, tript that way, 
And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade : 
With ſorrow, young lovers, I tell the ſoft tale, 
The laſs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry vow he had made. 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 
In form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of ſhepherds the envy and pride: 
Ah! blame not the maid if o'ercome by his truth, 
Her hand and her heart ſhe beſtow'd on the youth, 
And the next morn beheld her his bride. 


Learn rather from Sylvia's example, ye fair, 

That a pleaſing revenge ſhall take place of deſpairg 
Give ſorrow and care to the wind : 

Tf faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true; 

If falſe, ſeek redreſs in a lover that's new, 
And pay each inconſtant in kind. 


SONG. 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs; 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
glais; | 
But to you men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own; 
And if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I'll declare; 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 


That make it as good and as charming as ſhe, 3 
? 7 
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My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own; 

But tho' ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown: 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 

Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime; 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 
a But in wine, from its age, fach a benefit flows, 
£ That we like it the better, the older it grows, 


They tell me my love would in time have been cloy'd, 
And that beauty's inſipid when once 'tis enjoy'd ; 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy; 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 

The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 

Bat in drinking, thank Heaven, no rival contends; 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life 
With nurſes and babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring; 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 

It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 

But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 

And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 
grave, 


Perhaps like her ſex, ever ſalſe to her word, 
She had left me to get an eſtate or a lord: 

But my bumper (regarding nor title or pelf ) 
Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by mylclf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 

She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain; 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 
Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumber and try. 


M 4 Song 
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| Song in T he Chaplet, 
92 my pretty maid, 
Muſt my fond fait miſcarry ? 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs, and play, 
But hang me if I marry—hang me if I marry: 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs, and play, 
But hang me if I marry, 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry: 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs, and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 
With you, &c. 
Though charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke I well can parry; 
I love to kiſs, to toy and play, 
But do not chooſe to marry : 
I love, &c. 
Young Molly of the Dale 
Makes a mere ſlave of Harry, 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh ſwain would marry : 
Becauſe, &c, 


"Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
Ito the grave will _ 
With you I'll toy, and kifs, and play, 
But hang me if I er me if I marry; 
With you I'll toy, and kiſs, and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 


Song. Set by Dr. Boyce. 
W HEN the nymphs were contending for beauty 


and fame, 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her claim; 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's; 


At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's. - 
a 


ty 
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But how ſhall I whiſper the fair-one's ſad c ſe? 
A cruel diſeaſe has deftroy'd her ſweet face; 
Her vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled red, 
And all her gay graces of beauty are fled; 

And all, &c, 


Take heed, all ye fair, leſt you triumph in vain; 


For Sylvia, tho' altered from pretty to plain, 


Is now more engaging, ſince reaſon took place, 
Than when ſhe poſleſs'd the perfections of face; 
Than when, &c. 


Convinc'd ſhe no more can coquette it, and teaze, 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe; 

Makes truth and diſcretion the guide of her life; 
Tho' ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a wife; 
'Tho' ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a wife. 


— — — — 


Song. The Words by Mr. Gay. 

LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 

Oh! where ſhall I my true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye Jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fail among your crew? 
William, who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 
The cords glide ſwiftly thro” his glowing hands, 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſtands. 
So ſweet the lark, high-pois'd in air, 

Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 

And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 

X 5 O Suſan) 
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O Sufan! Suſan! lovely dear! 

My vows ſhall ever truc remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear: 

We only part to meet * 


Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 
Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind 
They'll tell that Sailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find : 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 

Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy dale; 

Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous obje that I view 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue, 


'Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 

Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſball to his dear return: 

Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 

Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Sufan's eye, 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 

They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head; 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lily hand. 

— _C—— ———— 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
AS Nanny but a rural maid, 
And I her only ſwain, 
To tend her flocks in verdant mead, 
And on the verdant plain; 


Oh! 
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Oh! how I'd pipe upon my reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely maid: 

While of all ſenſe of care we're freed, 
Beneath an oaken ſhade, 


When lambkins under hedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the ſky; 

Then to our oaken ſafe retreat, 

We'd both together hie! 

There I'd repeat my vows of love 
Unto my charming fair, 

Whilſt her dear flutt'ring heart would prove 
A mind like mine ſincere, 


Let others fancy courtly joys, 
I'd hve in rural eaſe; 
Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, and noiſe, 
Could ne'er my fancy pleaſe. 
In Nanny ev'ry joy combines, 
With grace and blooming youth, 
Sincerity and virtue ſhines, 


With modeſty and truth, 


STREPHON AND PHOEBE., 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
9 Strephon long doated on Phœbe the fair, 
Whoſe heart of his anguiſh did ſecretly ſhare; 
But fearing his paſſion would changeably prove, 
She prudently check'd the ſoft dictates of love. 


The beauties you fancy, the fair one would ſay, 
Are charms of a moment, and doom'd to decay; 
Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true; 

The bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too. 

Oh! wrong not your beauty, reply'd the fond ſwain; 
Its laſting 1mpreſſion will ever remain; 

Tho! age, like the winter, may blaſt thy fair prime, 
Met virtue, ſtill blooming, _ vigour by time, 
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O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear! 

My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear: 

We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye 3 my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 
Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They ll tell that Sailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find : 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 

Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy dale; 

Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue, 


'Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 

Tho cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſball to his dear return : 

Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 

Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Sufan's eye, 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 

They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head; 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav d her lily hand. 
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Sung at Vauxhall. 
AS Nanny but a rural maid, 
And I her only ſwain, 
To tend her flocks in verdant mead, 
And on the verdant plain; 


Oh! 
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Oh! how I'd pipe upon my reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely maid: 
While of all ſenſe of care we're freed, 
Beneath an oaken ſhade, 


When lambkins under hedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the ſky; 

Then to our oaken ſafe retreat, 

| We'd both together hie! 

There I'd repeat my vows of love 
Unto my charming fair, 

Whilſt her dear flutt'ring heart would prove 
A mind like mine ſincere. 


Let others fancy courtly joys, 
I'd live in rural eaſe; 
'Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, and noiſe, 
Could ne'er my fancy pleaſe. 
In Nanny ev'ry joy combines, 
With grace and blooming youth, 
Sincerity and virtue ſhines, 


With modeſty and truth, 


SrRE THOR AND PHOEBE, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
2 Strephon long doated on Phœbe the fair, 
Whoſe heart of his anguiſh did ſecretly ſhare; 
But fearing his paſſion would changeably prove, 
She prudently check'd the ſoft dictates of love. 


The beauties you fancy, the fair one would ſay, 
Are charms of a moment, and doom'd to decay; 
Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true; 
The bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too, ith 
Oh! wrong not your beauty, reply'd the fond ſwainz Wl 
Its laſting 1mpreſlion will ever remain; iN 
Tho! age, like the winter, may blaſt thy fair prime, 
Jet virtue, ſtill blooming, _ vigour by time. 
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The ftrength of my eyes with your charms will 


decline, 
Nor gaze at a face that is younger than thine; 
While this faithful heart, ever true to my vow, 
Preſerves thy dear image, as bright as tis now. 


Then baniſh, dear Phœbe, each doubt, and each fear, 


'That make fancy'd evils like real ones appear; 


The ſwift- flying moments with ardour improve, 


And grant the reward that is due to my love. 


Kind Phœbe aſſenting, believ'd the fond youth, 
Who prov'd that his paſſion was founded on truth ; 


And, tho' envious age may her ow ogra 
Her virtue and honour will ever be fair, 


AS TI a ſhepherd's maid to keep 

On yonder hills a flock of ſheep: 
Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long day 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play: 
Or, would ſome bird, that pity brings 
But for a moment lend its wings; 
My parents they might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold; 
Their words are harſh, his walls are high, 
But ſpite of all, away I'd fly. 


Tas BACCHANALIAN. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


g A Jam and contented I'll be, 


For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
Aud a cellar that's plenteouſly Ror'd? 


See! 


. 


r, 
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See! my vault door is open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Tap the caſk, for the wine we will try; 

'Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to your taſte 
And as bright as her cheeks to your eye, 

In a piece of flit-hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 
”T'will light us each bottle to hand; 

The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I've broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand, 

Sound p- ipe—'tis in tune, and the bins are well 

Wa, 

View that heap of Champagne in the rear; 

Thoſe bottles are Burgundy—ſee how they're pil'd, 
Like Artillery—tier over tier, 

My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 

When I caſt my èyes round, I conſider my caſks 
As kingdoms I've got to ſubdue, 

Tis my will when I die not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic jacet be grav'd on my ſtone; 

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay that my drinking is done. 


__—_—_—_ 


Taz RevenGe, Set by Dr. Arne, 


HEN I beheld you all divine, 
And fondly thought your paſſion true, 


I Chloe, call'd you only mine, 


And lov'd no other nymph but you, 
How could I think a face ſo fair, 

Cou'd now ſo falſe and fickle prove; 
That you who did ſo often ſwear, 

Would ever break the bonds of love? 
But I no longer feel your chain, 

Nor you poſſeſs your wonted pow'r: 
No longer 1 a ſlave remain, 


A Chloe's captive as before: 


— 
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But go, and other hearts beguile, 
Go, and ſome other conqueſt find! 
"Tis you that ſhow a flatt'ring ſmile, 
*Tis you can kill while yet you're kind. 
Apvice ro THE FAIR, 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr, Battiſhil. 
O reaſon, ye fair-ones, aſſert your pretence, 


Nor hearken to language beneath common: ſenſe: 


When angels men call ye, and homage would pay, 
If you credit the tale, you're as faulty as they. 


Ten thouſand gay ſcenes are preſented to view, 


Then thouſand oaths ſworn, but not one of them true; 


Such paſſions, oh! heed not, unleſs to deride, 

Leſt a victim you fall to an ill- grounded pride, 
Prefer ye the dictates of virtue to ſound, 

True bleflings can ne er without goodneſs be found; 
Leave folly and faſhion, miſguiders of youth, 
And ftick to their oppoſites, freedom and truth, 


hy, 


Song. Set by Mr. Handel, 
O had J Jubal's lyre, 


Or Miriam's tuneful voice, 
To ſounds like his I would aſpire, 

In ſongs like her I would rejoice, 
My humble ftrains but faintly ſhow, 
How much to heaven and thee I owe, 


— 


Tax CHARus or Is ABEL. Set by Dr. Arne, 
AIR is the ſwan, the ermine white, 
And fair the lily of the vale; 
The moon, reſplendent queen of night, 
And ſnows that drive before the gale, 
In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fairer is my Iſabel, 


Sweet 


ASSES 
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Sweet is the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, 
And ſweet the morning breath of May: 
Carnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, 
And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray. 
In ſweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


Conſtant the poets call the dove, 
And am'rous they the ſparrow call; 
2 Fond is the ſky-lark of his love, 
* And fond the feather'd lovers all. 
2 | In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 


ue; —— — 
Song. Set by Dr. Arne. 
d; V roving heart has oft with pride 


. Diffolv'd love's filken chains 
The wanton deity defy'd, 
And ſcorn'd his ſharpeſt pains, 


But from thy form, reſiſtleſs, ſtream 
Such charms as muſt controul; 

In thee the faireſt features beam, 
The nobleſt, brighteſt ſoul. 


Pleas'd in thy converſe all the day, 
Life's ſand unheeded runs, 

With thee I'd hail the riſing ray, 
And talk down ſummer's ſuns, 


Our loves congenial till the ſame, 
With equal force ſhall ſhine ; 

No cloy'd defires ſhall damp the flame, 
Which friendſhip will refine, 


— ——_ ——— —— —ñ—ä— 
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favourite Ballad. 
W merit and reaſon give ſanction to love, 


How can ye, ye fair- ones, my paſſion reproye? 
For none but the prude the ſoft paſſion diſdains; 
And ſhe boaſts of a virtue, which yet ſhe but feigns, 


Genteel is my Damon, engaging his air; 

And his face, like the morn, is both ruddy and fair; 
No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen 

But open's his temper, and noble's his mien. 


With prudence illumin'd his actions appear; 

His paſſion is calm, and his judgement is clear; 
Soft love fits enthron'd in the beams of his eyes: 
He is manly, yet tender; he's fond, yet he's wiſe, 


He's young and good-humour'd ; he's gen'rous and 


gay; 
And his voice can, like muſick, drive ſorrow away; 


An amiĩable ſoſtneſs ſtill dwells on his ſpeech; 


He's willing to learn, though he's able to teach. 


He has promis'd to love me as long as I live, 
And his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive: 
Then blame me, ye virgins, if juſtly you can; 
For merit and fondneſs diſtinguiſh the man, 


„ 


favourite Song in Lethe, Set by Dr. Arne, 


HE card invites, in crowds we fly, 
To join the jovial routful cry; 
What joy—from cares and plagues all day, - 
To hie to the midnight hark-away! 
Nor want, nor pain, nor griefs, nor care, 
Nor droniſh huſbands enter there; 
The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the midnight hark-away, . 
Uncounted 


r 


ove, 
ove? 


n 


ür: 
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Uncounted ſtrikes the morning clock, 
And drowſy watchmen idly knock : 
Till daylight peeps we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly hark-away. 
When tir'd with ſport to bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious day with ſleep, 
To-morrow's welcome call obey, 


And again to the midnight hark-away, 
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A favourite Dv ET, in Solomon. Set by Dr, Boyce, 


HOU ſoft invader of the ſou], 

O love, who ſhall thy pow'r control? 
To quench thy fires, whole rivers drain, 
Thy burning heat ſhall ſtill remain. 

In vain we trace the globe to try, 

If powerful gold the joys can buy; 
The treaſures of the world will prove 
Too poor a bribe to purchaſe love, 


— — — 


Tak Hayyey SHEPHERD, 


ITH Phillis IIb trip o'er the meads, 
And haſten away to the plain, 

Where ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 

To welcome my love and her ſwain. 
The lark is exalted in air, 

The linnet ſings perch'd on the ſpray; 
Our lambs ſtand in need of our care, 

Thea let us not lengthen delay. 


What pleaſures I feel with my dear, 
While gameſome young lambs are at ſport, 
Exceed the delights of a peer, | 
Who ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court, 


When 
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When Colin and Strephon go by, 
They form a diſguiſe for a while; 

They fee how I'm bleſt, with a figh, 
But envy forbids them to ſmile, 


Let courtiers of liberty prate, 
T' enjoy it take infinite pains ; 
But liberty's primitive ſtate 
Is only enjoy'd on the plains. 
With Phillis I rove to and fro, 
With her my gay minutes are ſpent; 
Twas Phillis firſt taught me to know, 
'That happineſs flows from content. 


A favourite Sang for two Voices, Set by Sig. Galli, 


AY SY firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 


Ah! me, what meant my throbbing breaſt? 
Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 


If love thou art, then farewell reſt, 


With gentle ſmiles aſſuage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 

And though you may not love agam, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate. 


—»— — — — 


Tür Dis aPPOINTMENT, 


V E ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep; 


They have nothing to do but to ſtray, 
I have nothing to do but to weep, 
Ye do not my folly reprove; 
She was fair—and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 
She is faithleſs—and I am undone, 


Perhaps 


It, 


ſt? 


aps 


But Britons deſerving a much better fate, 
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Perhaps I was void of all thought; 
Perhaps it was plain to forcſee, 
That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me, 
Ah! love ev'ry hope can inſpire, 
It bamiſhes wiſdom the while; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile, 


She is ſaithleſs and J am undone; 

Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 
Let reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun 

What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
It 15 not for me to explain 

How fair and how fickle they be. 


O, ye woods! ſpread your branches apace, 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly; 

I would hide with the beaſts of the chaſe; 
I would vaniſh from ev'ry eye. 

Yet my reed ſhall reſound through the grove, 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun, 

How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love, 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone. 


K 


Song, Set by Dr. Hayes. 


3 the French hop and ſing, and a cage reliſh 
beſt, 5 
Like birds who their freedom have loſt from their neſt; 


(Should they chance to be caught by the lime-twigs 
of ſtate) 
Are the birds that have fled and ſweet liberty known, 


Whoſe ſongs are no more when their freedom 1s gone. 
0 
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So Judah's ſweet harps on the willows were hung, 
In a land of oppreſſion, untun'd and unſtrung; 
To aſk of the captives a ſong was in vain, 

Till liberty ſtrung them and tun'd them again. 


Song, Set by Dr. Arne, 


HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd eyes reprove, 
And chide them from the only face 
They can behold with love? 


To eaſe my pain, and ſooth my care, 
I ſeek a nymph more kind, 

And as I rove from fair to fair, 
Still gentle uſage find. 


But, oh! how weak is ev'ry joy 


Where nature has no part? Fach 
Freſh beauties may my eyes employ, 1 
But you alone my heart. A a; 


Thus wretched exiles, when they roam, 
Meet pity ev'ry where; 

But languiſh for their native home, All 
Though death attends them there. 


And 
— — —D—e—e—U —ñ — 
Song. Set by Dr. Boyce. "Tis | 
O more ſhall meads be deck'd with flow'rs, 
Nor ſweetneſs dwell in roſy bow'rs; Who 
Nor greeneſt buds in branches ſpring, 
Nor warbling birds delight to N 
Nor April violets paint the grove, 
If L forſake my · Celis ie. 
The fiſh ſhall in the ocean burn, VC 
And fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn, 
The humble vale no flood ſhall know, They 


When floods ſhall higheſt hills o'erflow ; 
Black 


Black Lethe ſhall oblivion leave, 
If cer my Celia I deceive, 


Love ſhall his bow and ſhaft lay by, 
And Venus' doves want wings to fly ; 
The ſun refuſe to ſhow his light, 
And day be turned into night; 

And in that night no ſtar appear, 

If e'er I leave my Celia dear. 
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— 


Song in T he Capricions Lowers, 


OR various purpoſe ſerves the fan, 
As thus—a decent blind, 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind, 


Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the ſnap ; 

A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 
Conſent a gentle tap. 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe 


All modes of female art, 


And to advantage ſweetly ſhows 


The hand, if not the heart. 
Tis folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd 
By Love's capricious boy, 
Who knows how lightly all mankind 
Are govern'd by a toy, 


Seng in The Royal Shepherd. 
OWS of love ſhould ever bind 
Men who are to honour true; 
They muſt have a ſavage mind, 


Who refuſe the fair their due. 
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Scorn'd and hated may they be, 

Who from conſtancy do ſwerve; 
So may ev'ry nymph agree 

All ſuch faithleſs ſwains to ſerve, 


A fawourite Seng in T amerlane. 


O thee, O gentle ſleep ! alone 
Is owing all our peace; 
By thee our Joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By thee our ſorrows ceaſe, 


The nymph whoſe hand by fraud or force 
Some ty rant has poſſeſs d, 

By thee obtaining a divorce, 
In her own choice is bleſs'd. 


Oh! ſtay, Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee not to loſe, in day, 
The object of her care. 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe ſought, 
That motion chas'd her ſleep: 

Thus by ourſelves are oft neſt wrought, 
The griefs for which we weep. 


SOLICITUDE. A Paſtoral, Set by Dr. Arne, 


We: will you my paſſion reprove? 
Why term it a folly to rid 


Ere I tell you the charms of my love, 


She is fairer than you can believe: 
With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; 
With her wit ſhe engages the free ; 
With her modeſty — — the grave: 

She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me, 
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When Celadon tries in the dance 
Some favour with Phillis to find, 
Oh! how with one tri al glance 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind? 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook 1s beſtudded around ; 
And his pipe—Oh! may Phillis beware 
Of a magick there 1s in the ſound, 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe; 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phillis's eyes: 

The language that flows from the heart 
Is a ſtranger to Celadon's tongue; 

Yet may ſhe beware of his art, | 
Or fure I muſt envy the ſong. 


Song in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 


5 hg woodlark whiſtles through the grove, 
Tuning the ſweeteſt notes of love 

To pleaſe his female on the ſpray ; 
Perch'd by his fide, her little breaſt 
Swells with a lover's joy confeſt, 

To hear and to reward the lay, 


Come then, my fair-one, let us prove 
From their example how to love: 
For thee the early pipe I'll breathe ; 
And when my flock return to fold, 
Their ſhepherd to thy boſom hold, 
And crown him with the nuptial wreath. 
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| Song in The Padlock, 
| AY, little fooliſh flutt'ring thing, 
Whither, ah! whither wol. d you wing 
| Your airy flight? 
Stay here and ſing, 
Your miſtreſs to delight, 
| No, no, no, 
4 Sweet Robin, you ſhall nat go, 
Where, little wanton, could you be 
Half ſo happy as with me? 


SONG. 


WEET are the charms of her I love, 
| More fragrant than the damaſk roſe; 
Soft as the down of turtle-dove, 
| Gentle as wind when Zephyr blows, 
| Refreſhing as deſcending rains 
1 On ſun-burnt climes and thirſty plains, 
| True as the needle to the pole, 
i Or as the dial to the ſun; 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Whole ſwelling tides obey the moon: 


From ev'ry other charmer free, 
My life and love ſhall follow thee. 


The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
'The dam the tender kid purſues ; 
Sweet Philomel in ſhady bow'rs 
Of verdant ſpring her note renews : 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my ſoul's deſire. 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe ; | 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' e of autumn flies: 

No change on love the ſeaſons bring, 


Love only knows perpetual ſpring. 


Devouring 


uring 
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Derouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
Ev'n marble tow'rs and walls of braſs 
In his rude march he levels low: 
But time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from my ſoul can ne'er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel dart, 
The gentle godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the bleſt above; 
Where known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


Love and his ſiſter fair, the ſoul, 
Twin-born, from heay'n together came; 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name : 
Divine abodes ſhall own his power, 
When time and death ſhall be no more. 


— 


— 


A favourite Song by Mr. Harriſon. 


HE roſe had been waſh'd, juſt waſh'd in a ſhow'r, 
That Mary to Anna convey'd ; 
The plentiful moiſture encumber'd the flow'r, 
And weigh'd down its beautiful head, 


The cup was all fill'd, and the leaves were all wet, 
And it ſeem'd to a fanciful view 

To weep for the buds it had left, with regret, 
On the flouriſhing buſh where it grew. 


I haſtily ſeiz'd it, unfit as it was 
For a noſegay, ſo dripping and drown'd, 


And ſwinging 1t rudely (too rudely, alas!) 


I ſnapp'd it—it fell to the ground. 
| PP N 5 And 
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And ſuch, I exclaim'd, is the pitileſs part 
Some act by the delicate mind; 
Regardleſs of wringing and breaking a heart 
lready to ſorrow reclin'd. 
This elegant roſe, had I ſhaken it leſs, 
Might have bloom'd with its owner a while; 


And the tear that 1s wip'd with a little addreſs, 
May be follow'd, perhaps, with a ſmile. 


— — 


Cong by Mrs. Kennedy. 


| 8 the rude hand of care wound my partner 


for life, 
He always ſhall find his beſt friend in his wife; 
In the midſt of his cares if on me he'll recline, 


His ſorrows, his anguiſh, his tears ſhall be mine. 


Should chearfulneſs tempt him to mirthful employ, 
My invention ſhall teem to enliven his joy : 

When the light-footed hours all in gaiety ſhine, 

His pleaſures, his tranſports, his ſmiles ſhall be mine. 


The wife 'tis agreed beſt her ſtation adorns, 

When ſpreading life's roſes and blunting its thorns ; 
Then I'll ſtrive to ſeleR its meſt valuable flow'rs, 

And their fragrance, their beauties, their bloom ſhall 


OUTrs, 


— 


Seng. Set by Dr. Boyce, 


HOUGH Chloe's out of faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere; 
I'll toaſt her in a bu 5 
If all the belles were here. 
What though no diamonds fparkle 
Around her neck and waiſt, 
With ev'ry ſhining virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd, 


tnet 
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In modeſt plain apparel, 
No patches, paint, or airs; 
In debt alone to nature, . 
An angel ſhe appears. 
From Ay coquettes, Ligh finiſh'd, 
y Chloe takes no rules, 
Nor envies them their conqueſts, 


The hearts of all the fools, 


Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Such merit as her own; 
The graces all poſſeſſing, 
et knows not ſhe has one, 
Then grant me gracious heav'n 
he gifts you moſt approve, 
That Chloe, charming Chloe, 
May bleſs me with her love. 


_ —— 


Song. Set by Dr. Boyce. 

T* you my wand'ring heart would find, 

That heart you ſay 1s like the wind, 
'That varies here, that wanders there, 
To ev'ry nymph that's kind and fair— 
I fay, if then this heart you'd find, 
Turn to your own unſettled mind; 
If &er it wanders, tis to be 
In wandering conſtantly with thee. 


How can it fettle, when you fly, 

And ſhun this faithful votary : 

It oft a nymph that's fair doth find, 
But never yet the nymph that's kind. 
If you would fix this wand'ring heart, 
Join it with your's, twill ne'er depart ; 
But in the pangs of death will prove 

It wander'd but to fix your love. 


N 2 nr 
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CAN TATA. The Words by the late Lord Lanſdown, 


1 and free, for pleaſure born, 
Dull, ſelf-denying fools I ſcorn: 

The proffer'd bliſs I'll ne'er refuſe, 

*Tis often troubleſome to chooſe. 

Lov'ſt thou, my friend? I love at fight. 
Drink'ſt thou? This bumper does thee right, 
At random with the ſtream I flow, 

And play my part where'er I go. 


But, god of ſleep! ſince we muſt be 
Oblig d to give ſome hours to thee, 
Invade me not, while the full bowl 
Glows in my cheek, and warms my ſoul! 
Be that the only time to ſnore, 

When I can laugh and drink no more ; 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 
For I'm in haſte to live again. 


But, oh! if melting in my arms, 

The nymph belov'd, with all her charms, 
In ſome ſoft dream ſhould then ſurpriſe, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies; 
Gentle ſlumber, pr'ythee ſtay ; 

Slowly, ſlowly, . the day! 

May no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy! 
Such ſweet deluſion's real joy. 


Sung at the Theatres. 


WHEY mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman's 
ood, 

It ennobled our veins, and enriched our blood; 

Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good ; 
O the roaſt-beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt-beef ! 


But 
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But ſince we have learnt from all-conqu'ring France 
Y To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 
We're fed up with nothing—but vain complaiſance, 
O the roaſt-beef, &. 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good chear all day long, 

Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong. 
O the roaſt-beef, &c, 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? 
A ſneaking poor race, half-begotten and tame, 
Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame. 
O the roaſt-beef, &c, 


When good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 

Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch flip-flops were known, 

The world was in terrour if e'er ſhe did frown. 
O the roaſt-beef, &c. 


In thoſe days if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs the vaunting Armada of Spain, 

O the roaſt-beef, &c. 


O then they had courage to eat and to fight, 
And when wrongs were a cooking to do themſclves 
right; 
But now we're a pack of—I could but good night. 
O the roaſt-beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt-beef! 
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Seng in The Chaplet. 


oY \ F OU ſay, at your feet that I wept in deſpair, . 
6 And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair; 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke? 
What know we of angels?—TI meant it in joke, 
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I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 

And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove; 
I have lik'd you a twelyemonth, a calendar year: 
And not yet contented ? Have conſcience, my dear, 
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Song in The Chaplet, Set by Dr. Boyce. 
JAIN is ev'ry fond endeavour 
To refit the tender dart; 
For examples move us never; 
We muſt feel, to know the ſmart. 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view; 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think tis all our due; 
Bids us think tis all our due. 
Softer than the vernal breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful ſtrain: 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain: 
But too ſoon the happy lover 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive: 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fouliſh woman to believe; 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 
Song in The Chaplet. 
HAT med'cine can ſoften the boſom's keen 
ſmart? | 
What Lethe can baniſh the pain? 
What cure can be met with, to ſoothe the fond heart 
That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain ? 
In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
'The ſports of the wake and the green ! 
When Colin is dancing, I ſay with a figh, 
*Twas here tixt my Damon was ſeen, 


When 
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When to the pale moon the ſoft nightiagale's moan,, 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 

You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was near, 


A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove; 
For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura betray'd, 

And Damon pretended to love. 


— — — 


Sung in The Chaplet. 
Damon. 
ONTENTED all day I could fit by your fide, 
Where poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the cool 
tide ; 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong; 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong, 
LAURA. 
Whilſt you are but by me, no danger I fear; 
Ve lambs, reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blythe kids, now your gambols may 
pleaſe, 
For my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart is at caſe; 
For my ſhepherd, &c. 
Damon. 


Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 

The with of each heart, and the theme of each lay; 
Ne'er yield to the fwain till he makes you a wife, 
For he who loves truely will take you for life; 

For he who, &c. 


LAURA. 


Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the fair, 
*Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
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Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born to defend 
Nor betray, &. 


Durrro. 


For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd; 

Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found: 

Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 

Io preſerve in theirage, what they gain'd in their youth; 
To preſerve in theirage, what they gain'd in their youth, 


* 


| Song in Thomas and Sally, 


5 . E echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad; 

To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay: 

What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hill, and o'er valley, he flies: | 

Then follow; we'll ſoon overtake him — Huzza! 
'The traitor 1s ſeiz'd on, and dies. 

Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with the bottle and laf, to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day! 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ftrew the way over with flow'rs, 


. * — 


Bacchus AND ARIADPDNE. A Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 
RECITATIVE. E 
HE faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board, 
| When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her lord; 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 
And ſaw his veſſel leſs'ning to her vie: 


She 
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She ſmote her breaſt, ſhe rav'd, and tore her hair, 


Then in ſoft plaints, ſhe vented her deſpair, 
AlR. 


Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus ſtay! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds to blow! 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
Nor waft my ore away ! 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I have ſerv'd thee ſo? 


Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs 'Theſeus, tell me why 
Vou fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fly? 


ReciraTive. 


The jolly god, who rules the jovial bowl, 
Bacchus, whoſe gifts re-animate the ſou], 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's prief, 
And gently thus adminiſter'd relief. 


AIR. 


Ceaſe, lovely nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off that falling tear; 
Though Theſeus plow the deep, 
28 ſtill a lover here: 
I am Bacchus, god of wine, 
God of revelry and joy; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fill a cup 


Of my choiceſt cordial draught ; 
Fill it man, why fill it up; 


"Twill baniſh ev'ry gloomy thought: 


Fill it higher to the brink ; 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink! 

: RECITATIVE. 
With ſoft reluRance ſhe at laſt comply d. 
And to her lips the _ cup apply d: 
5 
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The potent draught, with more than magic art, 
Flew thro” her veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding heart: 
In wine ambroſial all her cares were drown'd, 

And with ſucceſs the roſy god was crown'd: 
While old Silenus, as he reel'd along, 

Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong. 


AIR, 
Learn hence, yefond maidens, whodroopand who pine, 
Learn hence, ye fond lovers, the virtue of wine: 
Let _ who's forſaken for one that's more 
air, | 
Take a comforting glaſs, and 'twill drown all deſpair; 
And let the fond youth, who would win the coy maid, 
Inſtead of his Cupid's, feek Bacchus's aid. 
olly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his part; 
t him gain the head, and you'll foon gain the heart, 


THe Non-PARIELLE. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 

HE nymph whom I lov'd was as chearful as day, 

And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May; 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove; 
And her face was as fair as the mother's of love; 
Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyr that ſheds, 
And receives gentle odours from flowery beds; 
Yet warm in affection as Phobas at noon, 
And as chaſte as the filver-white beams of the moon, 


Her mind was unſully'd as new falling ſnow, 
And as lively as tints from young Iris's bow ; 
As clear as the ſtream, and as deep as the flood; 
She, tho' witty, was wiſe, and though beautiful, good: 
The ſweets that each virtue, or grace had in ſtore, 
She cull'd, as the bee does the bum of each ftow'r, 
Which treaſur'd for me, O! how happy was I! 
For tho' her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy! 

I Cantata. 
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Cantata. By Mr. Stanley. 
AIR. 

HILE others harter eaſe for ſtate, 

And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me, with roſy chaplets crown'd, 
Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd ground, 
The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 
Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. 
Already ſee the purple juice 
Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 
A ſecond youth!—again the bowl 
With warm deſires inflaines my ſoul, 

RECITATIVE. 

Quickly, ah! quickly, muſt I leave 
The joys which wine and beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted nn 
And mingle with my parent earth, 
Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 
With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate. 


AIR. 


Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleſs'd in the joys of love and wine; 
Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly dance: 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blytheſome round ; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 

Soft delight and gay deſi res. 


— — 


VaLENTINE's Day. 


WY HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 
And dew-drops gliſten'd on the thorn; 


When ſky-larks tun'd their carols ſweet, 


To hail the god of light * * ; 


Philander, 
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Philander, from his downy bed, 

To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped, 

- Crying—awake, ſweet love of mine, 
I'm come to be thy Valentine, 


Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which, that a kiſs ſhe might obtain, 
She artfully had clos'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phœbus into 'Thetis' lap, 
And near forgot that his defign 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She ſtarting cry'd—T am undone! 
Philander, charming youth, begone! 
For this time, to your vows ſincere, 
Make virtue, not your love, appear: 
No ſleep has clos'd thefe watchful eyes 
(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe) 

o gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine, 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, 

And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 

To join two virtuous hearts in one: 
Their heauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 

And, from that hour to life's decline, 
She bleſs d the day of Valentine. 


Tux SHEPHERD AND CUPID, 
3 WWAS early on a holiday, 
| A harmleſs ſhepherd chanc'd to ſtray, 
And wand'ring near a chryſtal brook, 
He ſat him down to bait his hook: 


Thus 
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Thus ſaid the ſhepherd, free from care, 
« If I the gudgeon ſhould-enſnare, 

«« Or any of the ſcaly fry, 

«« I'd enyy none beneath the ſky.” 


His ſport was harmleſs as his mind ; 
Upon his hand his head reclin'dy 
And liſt'ning to the wood-lark's note, 
He watch'd the motion of his float: 
It ſcarce obtain'd a ſingle ſwim, 

Ere Cupid round the ſwain did ſkim, 
With feather'd wings extended wide, 
And ſettled by the ſhepherd's fide, 


The ſwain had heard of bows and darts, 
And Cupid's ſnares that torture hearts; 
Became uneaſy at the ſight, f 

But artfully conceal'd his fright; 

10 2 Cupid, tell, I Pray 

40 at brought thee out ſo ſoon to-day?“ 
© In truth (ſaid he) my ſport's like thine; 
« I hither come to wet my line.“ 

« Tf that be true, thou pretty boy, 

«« Then leave with me that glitt'ring toy; 
% mean the arrow in thy hand; 

« Then equally we'll ſhare our ſtand.” 

« Shepherd, I'Il give thee any thing; 
Pray take with it my bow and ſtring.” 
The ſwain ſecure his cheek did ſtroke, 
And lily Cupid's arrow broke. 


But, lo! an angel's voice he heard, 

And ſoon an angel's form appear'd; 

With eyes ſo bright as poets ſay, 

Should Phcebus ſleep, might rule the day: 
The ſhepherd liſten'd to her ſong; .. 

I fear the ſhepherd gaz'd too long; 

For as her eyes their beams withdrew, 
Her fatal looks the ſhepherd ſlew, 
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At firſt he felt uncommon ſmart, 

And fear'd the boy conceal'd a dart: 

Then faintly turning, Child (faid he) 

& This evil arrow comes from thee,” 

© O! ſhepherd, it 1s no ſuch thing; 

Thou hadſt my arrow, bow, and firing; 

* But now I gueſs for whom you ſmart; 
The nymph you ſaw has piere'd your heart,” 


— 


— — 


Cantata. THR MoRxNINS. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
HE glitt'ring ſun begins to riſe 
Ou Sender Vi; = paints the ſkies ; 
The lark his warbling matin fings; 
Each flow'r in all its beauty ſprings; 
The village up, the ſhepherd tries 
His pipe, hr to the woodland hies, 
Oh! that on th' enamelled' green 
My Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen; 
Freſher than the roſe's bloom, 
Sweeter than the mead's perfume. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away, 

Ta Delia's ear the tender notes convey; 

As fome lone turtle his loft love deplores, 

And with ſhrill echoes fills the ſounding ſhores ; 
So I, like him, abandon'd and forlorn, 

With ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn, 


Go, gentle gales, and hear my ſighs along; 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong z 
The winds to blow, the waving woods to move, 
And ftreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love. 
Not 2 fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Nor balmy ſleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain, 
Nor ſhow'rs to larks, nor ſun-ſhine to the bee, 
Are half ſo pleaſing as thy fight to me, 
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Song. Let by Count St. Germain. 


HY! would thou know what ſacred charms 
This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, 

This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms; 

What kind of nymph the heav'ns decree, 

The maid that's made for love and me; 

The maid that's made for love and me. 


Who joys to hear the figh ſincere, 
Who melts to fee the tender tear, 
Who melts, &c. 

From each ungen'rous paſſion free; 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the maid &c, 


Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleflings ſhe beſtows, 

Who feels the bleſſings, &c. 

Gentle to all, but kind to me; 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me, 

Be ſuch the maid, &c. 


Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart, 

Are all the natives, &c. 

A gentle train, from falſchood free; 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the maid, &c. 


Avaunt! ye light coquettes, retire, 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire, 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire ; 
Unmov'd your tinſell'd charms J ſee, 
More genuine beauties are for me, 
More genuine beauties are for me, 


| 
; 
MF 
\ 
N 
1 
1 


% 
— — —— —— —— — — — 


- = 
p — - — - DEC. — - 
Dee — * — 
wes owns * 
— —— —— 


280 THE BULL-FINCH. 


The Wards made to a favourite Scotch Air, in 


Overture of T homas and Sally, 


q Set by Dr. Arne, 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blythe Jockey to young Jenny came; 

But, tho' ſhe lik d him paſſing well, 
She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 
Her milk white hand he did extol, 
And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall, 
Unuſual Joy her heart did feel, 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel, 


Then round about her ſlender waiſt 


He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd; 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel, 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 


With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe, 
He bleſt her neck, her lips and eyes; 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal; 
Yet ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Till bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 
At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 

He ſwore he meant her for. his bride; 

®T was then her love ſhe did reveal, 

And flung away her ſpinning-wheel, 


Song in The Oracle. 


y y Ye lovers theſe inſtructions mind, 
Conceal the paſſion in your breaſt, 


He dumb, inſenſible, and blind: 


OULD you with her you love be bleſt, 


the 


But 
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But when with gentle looks you meet, 
And fee the artleſs bluſhes riſe, 
Be filent, loving, and diſcreet; 
'The Oracle no more implies, 
When once you prove the maid ſincere, 
Where virtue is with beauty join'd ; 
Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind: 


Pour forth the tranſports of your heart, 


And ſpeak your ſoul without diſguiſe; 

Tis fondneſs, fondneſs muſt impart; 
'The Oracle no more implies. 

Though pleafing fatal is the ſnare, 
That ſtill entraps all womankind, 

Ladies, beware, be wiſe, take care, 
Be deaf, inſenſible, and blind: 

But ſhould ſome fond deſerving youth 
Agree to join in Hymen's ties, 

Be tender, conſtant. crown his truth; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


—E . 
Song. Set by Dr. Arne. 
ESOLV'D, as her poet, of Celia to ſing. 

For emblems of beauty I ſearch thro' the ſpring ; 
To flowers ſoft blooming, compar'd the ſweet maid, 
But flowers, tho' blooming, at ev'ning may fade. 

Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to write, 

Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright; 

But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 

For the ſun ſets at night, and breezes grow cold, 

The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale blue, 

While the ſun-beams behind them peep'd glittering 
through, 

Tho' to rival her charms they can never ariſe, 

Yet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's 


ſweet eyes: 
Theſe 
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Theſe beauties are tranſient; but Celia's will laſt, 


When ſpring, and when ſummer, and autumn are pailg 


For ſenſe and good-humour no ſeaſon diſarms, 


And the ſoul of my Celia enlivens her charms, 
At length on a fruit-tree a bloſſom I found 


Which beauty diſplav'd, and ſhed fragrance around; 
I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my pray'r, 


This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 
Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 
This delicate texture, and raviſhing ſmell, 


Be her perſon's dear emblem: but where ſhall I find, 


In nature, a beauty that equals her mind ? 


This bloſſom, now pleaſing, at ſummer's 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall; 
But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe, 
By nature diſrob'd of his beauteous diſguiſes 

So Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 


D her virtnes 1 , 
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gay call 


ſhall engage me the more; 


Shall recall ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 


When her merit is ripen'd by love and by time. 


A favourite Song for two Voices. Set by Mr. Travers, 


The Words by Matt. Prior. 


WY HEN Bibo thought fit from the world to 


retreat, 
As full of Champagne as an egg's full of meat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 


He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
« Trim the boat, and fit quiet! (ſtern Charon reply'd) 


« You 8 have forgot, you were. drunk when 
7 8 : 


you 


Song 
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F Ag it Artaxerxes, Set by Dr. Arne, 


its F o'er the cruel tyrant, love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd. 
dz Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 


, N Which love did firſt create; 
What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate, 


at | Then call not to my wav'ring mind 

The weakneſs of my heart, 
Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
| ? To take the traitor's part. 


Song in Thomas and Sally. 
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re; HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
I From nymph to nymph I ſtrove in vain 
My wild defires to rally : 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam; 
5 They centre all in Sally. 
* Poet ſhe, unkind one! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy. 
d to Can love with ruin tally ? 
= By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. 
d. Come then, oh! come, thou fweeter far 
ly'd) Than jeſſamin and roſes are, 
* Or lilies of the valley; 


Oh! follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſs'd. in Sally. 


Jorg. 
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Sang. Set by Dr. Arne. 


NI YRTILLA, demanding the aid of my pen, 

1 'To tell what of her were the thoughts of the 
men, 

Inſiſted for once I would alter my tune, 

And write panegyricks as well as lampoon: 

With candour deſcribing the woman I ſee, 

When I ſteal from my glaſs, to Myrtilla and tea. 


If the cyes ſweet employ to the ſoul give delight, 
And beauty's an object engaging to ſight; 


How kind is my fair-one, whoſe ſtudies confeſs, Kan 


Her aim is at nature's amendment in dreſs! 
Though oft in the ſtructure, miſtaken the plan, 
She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhould give pleaſure to man, 


When I hear her ſweet voice in its natural key, 

Her good-humour'd prattle is muſick to me; 

Her kiſs would ſoon make the dull hermit forego 

His cell and high views for that heaven below ; To 
But when for a trifle with anger grown bold, 2 
Her words are but diſcord, her kiſſes are cold. 


Like dew to the flow'rs is love to mankind; 
Each ſenſe's employment in woman we find, 
Unleſs affectation, that bane to the fair, 
Unfetters the heart they attempt to enſnare: 
Let nature the ſcience of pleaſing direct; 
A charm ill-diſplay' d ſoon becomes a defect. 


TaEF ToßAcco-Box. A favourite Dialogue, 
Tom, HOUGH the fate of battle 


On to-morrow wait, 
Let's not loſe our prattle 
Now, my charming Kate: 


Tilt 
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Till the hour of glory, 
Pleaſure may take place, 


Nor damp the joys before you 
With a future caſe, 


No new beauties taſting 
In their arts above, 
'Three campaigns are waſting, 
But not ſo my love; 
Anxious ſtill about thee, 
'Thou art all I prize, 
And never, Kate, without thee 
Will I cloſe my eyes. 


KarTE, Conſtant, never fear thee, 
Still will I remain; 
Truſt me, I'll be near thee, 
nan. Love, the whole campaign; 
And never ceaſe the filling 
Each night the bright cantin, 
While I've a ſingle ſhilling 
Left my purſe within. 


Tom, If by ſome bold action 
I the halbert bear, 
Think what ſatisfaction 
In my rank you'll bear: 
Dreſt like any lady, 
Fine from top to toe, 


Rings your ears adorning, 
A lac'd cap and ſhoe, 


KATE, If a ſerjeant's lady 
I ſhould chance to prove, 

Clean linen ſhall be ready 
Always for my love; 

And never more will Kitty 
The captain's laundreſs be, 

I'd think myſelf top pretty 
For any one but thee, 
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Tom, Here, Kate, take my Bacco-Box, 

A ſoldier's all, | 

And if by ſome bold Frenchman's hand. 
I'm doom'd to fall, 

That when thy Tom's life's ended, 
Thou may'ſt boaſt and prove 

Thou had'ſt his firſt, his laſt, 
His only pledge of love. 


RATE. Tom, take back thy Bacco-Box, 

'Thou art my all, 

And truſt me, I'll be near thee, love, 
If thou ſhould'ſt fall: 

For the hour of danger 
I will always ſhare, 

I'll not be kept a ſtranger 
To my ſoldier's fare. 


Tom, Check that rifing ſigh, 
Stop that falling tear, 
Come, my pretty meſſmate, 
Let us drink our beer: 
| O! may heav'n defend thee— 
Hark !—the drums command; 
| Honour, I attend thee; 


Love, I kiſs thy hand. 


Kar. I can't refrain from crying, 
N And tears I diſdain, 
Yet I own ' tis trying 
Hard, the point to gain: 
May angels ſtill be with thee, 
Conqueſt on thee wait, 
One Kite, if I muft leave thee, 
Alas! poor Kate, 


Po 
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Ac. Set by Dr. Boyce, 
5 RECITATIVE. 


O * am I by the women told, 

Poor Anacreon thou grow'ſt old: 
Look how thy hairs are falling all, 

Poor Anacreon! how they fall, 


AIR. 
Whether I grow old, or no, 
By the effect I do not know? 
This I know, without being told, 
*Tis time to live if I grow old. 
*Tis time ſhort pleaſures now to take, 
Of little life the moſt to make, 
And manage wiſely—the laft ſtake, 


Song in T he Merchant of Venice, 
M bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the waſting ſummer flies; 
Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 
Nor ſtorm, nor night, ſhall keep me here. 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare? 
O! Love has fetters ſtronger far: 


By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 
But cruel Love enchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex thy breaſt, 

When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt : 
Tis mad to go—'tis death to ſtay— 
Away, my Jeſly, haſte away. 


* 
ä 


Sang by Mr. Banniſter, in Liberty-Hall, 

QEE the courſe throng'd with gazers, the ſports are 
begun, | 

The „ hear—T bet you, ſir Done 
Ten thouſand ſtrange murmurs reſound far and near, 


Lords, hawkers, and jockies aſſail the tir d ear; 
While 
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While with neck like a rainbow, erecting his creſt, 

a , 1 and pleas d, his head touching his 
reaſt; 

Scarcely ſnuffing the air, he's ſo proud and elate, 

The high-mettled racer firſt ſtarts for the plate. 


Grown aged, us'd up, and turn'd out of the ſtud, 
Lam'd, ſpavin'd, and wind-gall'd, but yet with ſomc 
O . 


Well Knowing poſtillions his pedigree trace, 

Tell „ his dam won this ſweepſtakes—his fire that 
race;”” 

And what matches he won to the oſtlers count o'er, 

As they loiter their time at ſome hedge alehouſe door; 

While the harneſs ſore galls, and the ſpurs his fides 

ad, 
The high-mettled racer's—a hack on the road, 


Till at laſt having labour'd, drudg'd early and late, 


Bow'd down by degrees he bends on to his fate; 
Blind, old, lean and feeble, he tugs round a mill, 

Or draws ſand till the ſand of his hour-glaſs ſtands ſtill; 
And now, cold and lifeleſs, expos'd to the view 

In the very ſame cart he the day before drew : 

What a pitying crowd his ſad relicks ſurrounds, 
The bigh-mett ed racer is ſold for the hounds, 


CanTATA. Set by Mr. Stanley. 


REciTATIvVE. 


O wiſdom's cold delights (a foe to love) 
Philander dedicates Ris blooming youth : 
Retir'd from the fair, he vainly thought 
Himſelf ſecure from Love's all-conqu'ring pow'r; 
And thes, exulting with a victor's pride, 
The beardleſs ſage the god of love defy d. 


Als, 
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Arx. 
his Cupid's power I deſpiſe; 
ve's a foe to liberty: 
Coral lips and ſparkling eyes 
Ne'er ſhall force a ſigh from me. 
REC1TATIVE, 


me Scarce had he 1 2 when *croſs the verdant plain 
The beauteous Delia tripp'd : th' admiring ſwain, 
With wonder ſtruck, purſues her with his eyes, 
that And feels new paſſions in his boſom riſe: 
Subdu'd at length, he ſought the winding grove, 
27 There met the nymph, and ſighing own'd his love. 
oor; An inward joy her ſcornful looks confeſs; 
ides And thus ſhe mocks the humble youth's diſtreſs, 


Alx. 


Tell me, boaſter, where art now, 
= Thy look auſtere, thy rigid brow, 
And fancy'd charms of liberty ? 
Try if reaſon can controul 
ſtill; The riſing paſſion in thy ſoul, 
Nor implore relief from me. 


RECITATIVE. 
Her fixt diſdain th' enamour'd ſwain perceives, 
And (but too late) his boaſted wiſdom grieves; F 
Too late convinc'd how vain 1s reaſon's aid 
To guard the heart which beauty's charms invade, 
Als, | 


Ye youths, who the pleaſures of loving diſdain, 

Be warn'd by the fate of this confident ſwain: 

Confeſs the ſoft god, and ſubmit to his ſway 

For, ſooner or later, ye all muſt obey : 

The chearful, the ſerious, all kneel at his ſhrine, 

And grey-headed wiſdom proclaims him divine. 
| [Da Capo. 


_ 


Als. . O THE 
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THe SIN NIN CG-WH TEL, 


NE ſummer eve, as Nancy fair 
Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 

While ſoaring ſky-larks ſhook the air 
In warbling o'er her head; 

In tender cooes the pigeons woo'd ; 
(Love's impulſe al muſt feel) 

She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


_«« While thus I work with rock and reel, 


« So life by time is ſpun; 


* And as runs round my ſpinning-wheel, 


The world turns up and down: 
« Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
« While I no changes feel, 
« But get my bread by ſweat of brow, 
« And turn my ſpinning-wheel. 


&« From me let men and women too 
This homeſpun leſſon learn, 

« Not mind what other people do, 
« But eat the bread they earn: 


If none were fed, were that to be, 


. « But what deſerv'd a meal, 


«© Some ladies then, as well as me, 


« Muſt turn the ſpinning- wheel.“ 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs ſtrain, 


When o'er the lawn limp'd gammer Joan, 


And brought home Nancy's ſwain: 


«© Come,” cries the dame, Nance, here's thy ſpouſe, 


%% Away throw rock and reel :” 
Blythe Nancy with the bonny news 
O'crſet her ſpinning-wheel, 
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Sang. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Love, thou bitter foe to reſt, 
Who haſt, within this harmleſs breaſt, 
So home the ſick'ning arrow ſent, 
Relieve a poor unwary maid, 
Who, fondly gazing, was betray'd, 
Nor knew what ſelf-deluſion meant. 


Since cuſtom, cruel to the fair, 

Forbids my paſſion to declare; 
Afliſt, blind god of ſoit deſire: 

To thy omnipotence I kneel; 

Let him my fever anguiſh feel, 
And burn for me with equal fire, 


Then if the lovely youth appear 

By turns inclin'd to hope and fear, 
And tenderly his paſſion move, 

My heart ſhall flutter to his ſighs; 

With gentle looks F'll meet his eyes, 
And never, never ceaſe to love, 


HavcanTty STREPHON. 


* gods, that round fair Celia wait, 
From her bright eyes to bring our fate, 
Bear to the nymph my ſofteſt ſighs, 

And tell her, her adorer dies. 


But if that won't her pity move, 
And ſhe (proud thing) diſdains to love. 
Then let her know, tis all a lye, 

For haughty Strephon ſcorns to die. 


zuſe, 


O 2 
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GLEE. Set by Dr. Cooke. 


OW the brave, who ſink to reſt; 
By all their country's wiſhes bleſt! 

When r with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould, 
She there ſhall dreſs a ſweeter ſod, 
Than fancy's feet have ever trod. 
By fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms unſeen their dirge is ſung; 

re honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To bleſs the turf that wraps their clay. 
And freedom ſhall a while repair, 
To dwell a weeping hermit there. 


—u_ 


Song. The Wards by Matt, Prior, 

HE my Nannette, my lovely maid, 
Haſte to the bow'r thy ſwain has made; 

For thee alone I made the bow'r, 
And ftrew'd the couch with many a flow'r: 
None but my ſheep ſhall near us come ; 
Venus be prais'd, my ſheep are dumb! 
Great god of Love, take thou my crook, 
To keep the wolf from Nannette's flock ; 
Guard thou the ſheep to her ſo dear, 
My own, alas! are leſs my care; 
But of the wolf if thou'rt afraid, 
Come not to us to call for aid; 
For with her ſwain my love ſhall ſtay, - 
Though the wolf ſtroll, and the ſheep ſtray. 


GRE. Set by Dr. Cooke. 
1 the lack at heaven's gate ſings, 


And Phoebus | we to riſe, 
His ſteed to water at thoſe ſprings, 


On chalic'd flowers that lies. 
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And winkin mary-buds begin 
To ope the eir golden eyes, 
With 2 ry thing that pretty is, 

My lady ſweet ariſe, 


Song by Mr. Edwin, in The Agreeable Surpriſe, 
MO, amas, 
I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender ; 
Sweet cowſlip” s$ grace 
Is her nom'tive caſe, 


And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 
CHorvus, 
Rorum corum 
Sunt divorum, 
Harum ſcarum! divo! 
Tag rag, — . — and hat-band, 
Hic, h rum genitivo! 
Can I * 
A nymph divine? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; 
Her oculus bright, 
Her manus white, 
And ſoft, when I tacto, her pulſe is, 
Rarum corum, c. 


Oh, how bella 
My puella! 
I'll kiſs ſecula ſeculorum: 
If I've luck, fir, 
She's my uxor, 
O dies benedictorum? 


Rorum corum, Sc. 


And O 3 Seng 
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Song by Mr. Edwin. 


ERE's an old ſong made by an ancient pate; 
Of a worthy old gentleman who had a good 
eſtate : 
And kept a very plentiful houſe at a very plentiful rate, 
With a good old porter to relieve the poor at his gate. 
Moderation, moderation, O en moderation! 


With a good lady, whoſe anger a good word aſſuages, 
Who never knew what belong'd to coachmen, foot- 
men, or pages ; 
But every quarter paid her old ſervants their wages, 
And kept 2 or thirty old men in blue coats and 
adges. 
5 Moderation, c. 


With an old library fill'd full of learned old books, 

And a reverend old chaplain, you might know him by 
his looks, 

An old buttery hatch worn off the old hooks, 

And a good old kitchen that maintains half a dozen 
good cooks, 

Moderation, Oe. 


With an old hall hung round with guns, pikes, and 
bows, 
An old frize coat to cover his worſhip's trunk hoſe, 


And a cup of good old cherry to comfort his copper 


noſe, 


Moderation, c. 


y 

With a good old cuſtom when Chriſtmas is come, 

To calf in his neighbours with bagpipe and drum; 

And have good cheer enough in every old room, 

And liquor enough to make a cat ſpeak, and a wiſe 
man dumb, 


Moderation, c. 
With 
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With an old huntſman, a falconer, and a pack of 
hounds, 

With which he ne'er hunted but on his own grounds; 

For he like a wiſe man kept himſelf within bounds, 

And when he dy'd left each child a good old thou- 
ſand pounds. 


Moderation, c. 


Then to his eldeſt ſon his houſe and land he aſſign'd, 
Charging him in his will to be of the ſame bounteous 
mind; 
But in the end you ſhall hear how he was inclin'd, 
And left his good old father's precepts behind. 
Alteration, Tc. 
Like a young gallant who had juſt taken poſſeſſion of 
his land, 
He took up a thouſand pounds upon his own bond ; 
Kept a brace or two of creatures at his own command 
And drinking at taverns till he could neither fit or 
ſtand, 
Alteration, Oc. 


With a new lady who was freſh and fair, 

And never knew what belong'd to houſekeeping or 
care; | 

Who kept a dozen or two of fans to play the wanton 
air, 

And half a dozen dreſſes made of horſes manes and 


cowetail hair. 
Alteration, c. 


With a new library ſtuff d full of pamphlets and plays, 
And a new-faſhion'd ſort of a chaplain who ſwears 
faſter than he prays ; | 
Alſo a new buttery hatch that opens but once in five 

or fix days, 
And a large kitchen ſtor d with nothing but kickſhaws 


and toys, 
Alteration, Ic. 
O 4 With: 
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With a new hall built juſt where the old one ſtood, 
In which wr never ſeen fire, either of turf, coal, or 
wood ; 


It was hung round with pictures which did the poor 


little good, 
The ſubje& whereof were all profane and lewd, 


Alteratim, c. 


With a new faſhion when Chriſtmas is come, 
In a poſt-chaiſe for London we muſt be gone, 
And leave nobody at home but our new porter, John, 
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with 
a ſtone, 
Alteration, Sc. 


With a new valet, his perſon to adorn, 

Iff order to attend my lord's levee in the morn; 

In horſe-racing, gaming, maſquerades and plays, 
'The young gallant conſumes health, wealth, and days. 


Alteration, Ic, © 


New titles are bonght with his father's old gold, 
For which many of his father's good old manors were 
ſold, | 
Which is the reaſon moſt men do hold, 
That open houfe-keeping is now a-days grown ſo very 
s cold, 
Alteration, alteration, O! wonderful alteration. 


CoxypoNn AND PRHIIIISs. A Paſtorol, 
Written by Mr. Cunningham. 
H** ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to a grove, 
To hide from the heat of the day ; 
And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, . 
Among the ſweet violets lay: 


A young 


» 
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A young lambkin, it ſeems, had been ſtole from its 
am, | 
('Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) 
That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical ſpot, 


As through the green hedge for his lambkin he O 
He Cow the fair 1 ſurpriſe; NOD 
Ye gods if ſo killing, he cry'd, while ſhe ſleeps, 
I'm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes: 
To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
I'll homeward my lambkin to trace, 
But in vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, 
For love held him faſt to the place, 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, pretty birds, what a chirping you keep, 
I think you too loud on the ſpray ; 

Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's aſleep, 
You'll wake her as ſure as tis day, 

How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid! 
Her cheeks he miſtakes for the roſe : 

I'd put him to death, if I was not afraid 
My boldneſs would break her repoſe, 

Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd, faid ſhe, you miſtake; 

T laid myſelf down for to reſt me awhile, 
But, truſt me, I was not aſleep. 

The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bory, 
He plac'd himfelf down by her fide; 

And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, 
But yeſterday made her his brade.. 


— 


Song in the Interlude of True Blue. 


| N away, my brave boys, hoiſt the flag, beat 


the drum, 
Let the ſtreamers wave over the main, 
When Old England ſhe calls us, we merrily come, 
She ſhan't call a ſailor in vain. 
O 5 Already 


* 
y 
| 


298 THE BULL-FINCH. 


Already we ſeem an Armada to chace, 
Already behold the galleons; 

Undaunted, unconquer'd, look death in the face, 
And return with a load of doubloons, 


Then farewell for a time, lovely ſweethearts, dear 
wives, 

Nancy, fear not the fate of True Blue; 

Though we leave you and merrily venture our lives, 
To our doxies we'll ever be true; 

With ſpirit we go an armada'to chace, 
With rapture behold the galleons, 

Undaunted, unconquer'd, look death in the face, 
And return with a load of doubloons. 


Invocation To Cueip. Written by Mr, Birch, 


. FT virtue ſoothe the hoary ſage, 
Let wine the gay inſpire: 
Me ſofter numbers now engage, 
To Cupid ſtrike the lyre! 
Him, of immortal birth, I ſing, 
Fair Venus' beauteous boy! 
Who tun'd Apollo's fav'rite ſtring, 
And wak'd the world to joy. 
With burniſh'd bow and venom'd ſpear, 


Olympus owns his ſway ; | g 
Who caus'd the mighty thunder there ] 

To ſigh his hours away. ( 
In vain we ftrive his pow'r to fly, 

Too ſure he aims his dart; 


He revels in the brighteſt eye, 
And warms the coldeſt heart. 


O, could thoſe eyes my numbers move, 
To comfort as they wound; 

My whiteſt kid, thou god of Love! 
Should on thy ſhrine be bound, 


1 8 


Or 


THE BULL-FINCH. 299 


Or quit the throne of Flavia's eye, 
Or Flavia's heart ſubdue: 

Or grant at leaſt the pow'r to fly, 
Where Flavia can't purſue, 


ir — — 
Tur Mürz ERRT TRR. Sung in T he Jubilee. 
Y | this fair goblet —'twas carv'd from the 
tree, 
Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted by 
thee : 


As a relick I kiſs 1t, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree ; 
Bend to thee, 
; Bleſs'd mulberry! 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall be, 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, . 
Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads ſweep 
the ſky; | 
Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 
To root out the natives at prices ſo dear; 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt; 
Of the fir we make ſhips—here are thouſands that 
fight, 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write, 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow*rs, 
Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flow'rs, 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, _ 
With the ſweeteſt of flow'rs, and the faireſt of fruit. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 
Oc O 6 With 
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With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd birch 
Supplies law and phyſic, and grace for the church; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find— 
He gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 

All ſhall yield, &c, 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree 

From him and his merits this takes its degree: 

Give Phœbus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 

'The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright daz, 

More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 

So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 

Has the lauret and bay, and the vine all in one. 
All ſhall yield, &e. 


Then each take a relick of this hallow'd tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the planter the cup to the brim, & __ + 


* > % 
Jo honour your country, do honour to bim. « N 
All ſhall yield, &c. "1\ > Js) 
$$ / 


—_— 


4 . 
CHoRus in Judas Maccabeus, Set by Mr, Handel, 


EE the conqu'ring hero comes, 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums; 


8 


Sports prepare, the laurel' brin 
Songs of triumph to him bw 


See the poke youth advance, 


Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance: 
Myrtles wreath, and roſes twine, 
To deck the hero's brows divine. 
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A favourite Song in Cymon. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HIS cold flinty heart it is you who have warm'd, 
You've waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have 
charm'd ; 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove, 
What's lite without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


The froſt nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth that is froſtnipt no raptures can flow ; 
Elyſium to him but a deſert will prove: 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be gay, 
Her buds and her flow'rets make blithſome ſweet May ;z 
Love bleſſes the cottage and ſings thro' the grove 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


A favourite Song in the Oratorio of Judith. 
Ser by Dr. Arne, Sung by Mrs. Pinto, 
V is beauty's gaudy flow'r, 
Pageant of an idle hour; 
Born juſt to bloom and fade; 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, 


Es the pride of human wit; 
The ſhadow of a ſhade. 


2 


Tar CourARISOR. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


ARTING to death we will compare; 
For ſure to thoſe who love ſincere, 
So dreadful is the pain, 
Such doubts, ſuch horrors, rend the mind: 
But, oh! when adverſe fate grows kind, 
How ſweet to meet again. T 
| © 
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To thoſe try'd hearts, and thoſe alone, 
Who have the pangs of abſence known, 
The bliſsful change is given; 
And who—oh! who would not endure 
'The pangs of death, if they were ſure 
Jo reap the joys of heaven? 


2 ©" 


TAE. Younc-Man's WISE. 


Of this ſhort variegated life, 
Oh! let me ſpend my days, 
In rural ſweetneſs with a friend, 
To whom my mind I may unbend, 
Nor cenſure heed, nor praiſe, 


Riches bring cares—I aſk not wealth; 
Let me enjoy but peace and health, 

I envy not the great; 
For theſe alone can make me bleſs'd, 
'The riches take of eaſt and weſt, 

I claim not theſe, or ſtate. 


Though not extravagant, nor near, 

But through the well-ſpent chequer'd year, 
I'd have enough to hve; 

To drink a bottle with a friend, 


Aſſiſt him in diſtreſs—ne'er lend, 
Bat rather freely give. 


I too would wiſh (to ſweeten life) 
A gentle, kind, good-natur'd wife, 
Young, ſenſible, and fair; 
One who could love but me alone, 
Prefer my cot to e'en a throne, 
And ſoothe my ev'ry care. 


Thus befke with my wife and friend, 
My life I chearfully would ſpend, 


- 


REE from the buſtle, care, and firife, 
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Wich no vain thoughts oppreſs' d; 
If heav'n has bliſs for me in ſtore, 


Oh! grant me this, I aſk no more, 
And I am truely bleſs'd, 


Tux ENGLISsH PADLOCK, 
Mordi by Matt. Prior, 


ISS Danae, when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Could not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of braſs. 


Tell us, myſterious huſband, tell us 
Why ſo mytterious, why ſo jealous? 
Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 
Make thee ſecure, thy wite leſs fair? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſee 

'That all this world of pageantry, 
Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
Is powder, pocket-glaſs, and beau, 


Be to her virtues ever kind, 

Be to her faults a little blind, 

Let all her ways be unconfin'd, 

And clap your padlock—on her mind. 


— 


ANNA. A favourite Song. 


QQHEPHERDE I have loſt my love, 
Have you ſeen my Anna? 

She's the pride of ev'ry grove 
Upon the banks of Banna 

I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain; 

Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ſhade, and fountain, 
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Never ſhall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning ; 
All the joys of life are o'er, | 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning: 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 
Shepherds, tell me whither ; 
Ah! woe is me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever, and for ever. 


A Pasrorart. 


YE ſhepherds, ſo careleſs and gay, 
Who ſport with the nymphs of the plain, 
Take heed left you frolick away 

'The peace you can never regain; | 
Love's morning, how blithſome it ſeems, 

With an aſpect deceitfully fair; 
Its day oft in ſorrow decline, 

And it ſets in the night of deſpair; 


How hard is my lot to complain n 
Of a 2 whom I c'er ſhall adore? 
Though ſhe loves not her ſhepherd again, 
Her Damon muſt love her till more: 

*Twas his the fair nymph to behold, 
He hop'd—and he raſhly beliey'd ; 
Twas her's to be fatally cold, 
He lov'd—and was fondly deceiv'd. 


Yet ſurely my Phillis did ſeem 
To prize me moſt ſhepherds above, 
But that might be only eſteem, 
Whilſt I fooliſhly conftru'd it love: 
Yet others, like Damon, beliey'd 
The nymph might have favour'd her ſwain; 
And others, like him, were deceiv'd, 
Lake him, though they cannot complain, 
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Of Phyllis was always my ſong, 
For ſhe was my pride, and my care, 
And the folks, as we wander'd along, 
Would call us the conjugal pair : 
But now the deluſion is o'er, 
Thoſe day-dreams of pleaſure are fled; 
Now her Damon is leading no more, 


And the hopes of her ſhepherd are dead, 


SONG, 


OME all ye young lovers, who, wan with deſpair , 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair, 
Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms, 
And tell them 'tis heaven to lie in their arms; 
Be wiſe by example, take pattern from me; 
For, let what will happen, by Jove Ill be free. 


Young Daphne I ſaw, in the net ſoon was caught; 
J lied, and I flatter'd, as cuſtom has taught; 

I preſs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon, 
She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd, I ſaid it might be, 

I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove Ill be free. 


The next was young Phyllis, as bright as the morn, 
The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn ; 

J laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 

That none can be handſome but ſuch as are kind. 
Her pride and ill- nature were loſt upon me; 

For, in ſpite of fair faces, by Jove I'll be free, 


Let others call marriage the harbour of joys; 

Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noiſe; 

Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange rage, 

And, like birds, they ſing beſt when they're put in a 
cage; 

Confinement's the devil; *twas ne'er made for me; 


Let who will be bond-ſlaves, by Jove I'll be on, 
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Then let the briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 

In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 

Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool. 
Let us bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 
For, in ſpite of grave leſſons, by Jove I'll be free, 
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Song. Written by Mr. Birch. 


WAKE, my love! in ſmiles awake! 
For night withdraws her fable veil, 
The clouds of morn refulgent break, 


And odours breathe in ev'ry gale, 


Ariſe! and aid the dawn, my fair! 
Diſpute the bluſh with yonder eaſt : 


The breath ſhall mock the fragrant air, 


In 


'Thy light thy radiant eyes increaſe, 


—— 


SONG, 


HE dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home, 


Each ſofter jov and eaſe: 


To diſtant climes he loves to roam, 

Nor dreads the boiſt'rous ſeas. 

His keart, with hopes of vict'ry gay, 
Scorns from the foe to run: 


battle terrors melt away, 


As ſnow before the ſan, | 
Though all the nations of the world 


Britannia's flag would low'r, 


Her banners ſtill ſhall wave unfurl'd, 


And dare their haughty pow'r! 


But fee, Bellona ſheathes her ſword ; 


Huſh'd is the angry main: 


"The cannon's roar no more is heard; 


Sweet peace reſumes her reiga! 
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MART or THE DALE. 


we far at the cool and fragrant hour, 
When evening fteals upon the ſky, 
When lovers ſeek the filent bow'r, | 
Young William taught the grove to ſigh; 
His heav*'nly form and beauteous air, 
Were like the flow'ry vale, 
Yet did he figh, and all for love 
Of Mary of the dale. 


When o'er the mountain peeps the dawn, 
Oppreſs'd with grief he'd often ſtray, 
O'er riſing hill and fertile lawn, 
To ſigh and weep his cares away: 
Though he had charms to win each fair, 
'That dwells within the vale, 
Yet did he ſigh, and all for love 
Of Mary of the dale, 


The merry dance, the chearful ſong, 
Could now no more a charm 1mpart, 
No more his hours glide ſmooth along, 
For grief lay heavy at his heart: 
This cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 
Was like the primroſe pale, | 
Sighing, he died, and all for love . 
Of Mary of the dale. 


i" II „ 
—-— — 


SONG, 


* ay ſons of Bacchus repleniſh the bowl, 
115 the mirror that ſhews us mankind ; 
Pride, envy, and malice, admit its controul, 


And leave undisfigur'd the mind. 
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The ſage, who of old wiſh'd a window were plac'd 


To diſcover the haunts of the ſoul, . 
Would have done full as well had he ply'd ev'ry gueſt; 
With the myſtic contents of the bowl. 


Round the heart that is honeſt, the balm it ſupplies 
To cure ev'ry ſorrow that baſks; 
But to knaves and to ſlaves all its pleaſure denies, 


And gradually ſteals off their maſks, 
Then let pedants and milk ſops our bev'ridge diſclaim, 


Its virtues they never can know : 
While ave ply the bow], tis an ocean of fame, 
And a ſpeedy reliever of woe! 


—— — a 


TE Rosy Fal. 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Freemaſons Hall, 


HS my roſy nymph of May, 
And with your Colin early ſtray, 
To taſte the new-morn air; 
The lark his tuneful notes hath rung, 
To hail you with a bridal ſong; © 
Then riſe, my Roſy Fair. 


Twelve moons are paſt this May-day morn, 
Since you beneath the white blown thorn 
Avow'd to me, I ſwear, | 
That this ſame hour you'd kindly yield: 
By ev'ry flow'r that deck the field, 
You vow'd my Roſy Fair, 


No longer then ſuch bliſs deny, 
But with your Colin's ſuit comply, 

That he may ever wear | 
That gentle, kind, and wiſh'd-for chain, 
Which is to bind your Colin's ſwain, 

My charming Roſy Fair, 
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The nymph ſhe haſten'd to her love, 

With joy he led her to the grove, 
And fragrant was the air; 

The linnets tuneful perch'd the ſpray, 

And warbled forth their dulces lay 
To hail the Roſy Fair, 


Then ſoon they join'd the rural train, 
In ſportive dance they tripp'd the plain, 
To Hymen's temple, where 
The golden chain, connubial band, 
To Colin bound the lily hand 
Of his ſweet roſy fair, 


Lovely ANNA, 
ED lovely Anna firſt I view'd, 


Amid the num'rous throng ; 
Fearful my heart ſhould be ſubdu'd, 
I thus addreſs d my ſfong— 
Sweet ſon of beauty, now forbear 
Thy bow to bend in vain; 
L enchain'd to all that's dear 
y freedom will maintain, 


With ſcornful look, the youth reply'd, 
Can nought thoſe charms inſpire? 

To ſuch the gods would be ally'd, 
Perfection all admire. 

He ſtraight let fly an arrow keen, 
A chaſm wide was op'd; 

Soft pleaſure flow'd, I view'd the mien, 
To gain her all I hop'd, 
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Tarr Bow. 


H! come thou roſy God of wine, 
Chaſe all ſorrow from my heart; 
"Tis time enough ſure to repine, 
When the bowl and I ſhall part; 
For whilſt in that—ſuch charms I find, 
Care—T give thee to the wind. 


When with hopeleſs love oppreſs'd, 
To thy ſhrine I oft repair; 
There is found both peace and reſt, 
There I baniſh gloomy care: 
Around my temples then entwine 
The ſweet enchanting heav'nly vine. 


When duns and bailiffs teize my ſoul 
With odious deht and odious jail; 
Then I fondly claſp the bowl, 
And in the bottom look for bail; 
Nor look in vain—whilk there I find, 
Jovial ſpirits—free and kind. 


For when elated by their pow'r, 
No gaol I fear, nor debts unpaid 
Jovial paſſes ev'ry hour, 
Till their magic ſpells are laid: 
*Tis then, alas!—freed from the ſnare, 
I loſe my bowl—and find my care. 


TIME. 
Written by Mr. Birch. 
IME like the winged courſer, flies, 
When youthful pleaſures round us roll ; 
But ah! how faint, how ſlow he is, | 


When grief or pain obſcures the ſoul, 
© 1 


No 


THF BULL-FINCH. IT" 


No filken cords of love can bind, 
Nor wealthy bribe entice his ſtay ; 

Nor can the means the wretched find 
To urge his cruel cold delay. 


The ſons of pleaſure never heed 
The moments which their tranſports crown 

Too late perceive the traitor's ſpeed, 
And wonder where their joys are flown. 
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Da Capo. f 
The ſons of woe, with ſighs and tears, 4 
Wiſh every tedious minute gone: ly 
Unmov'd the ſullen tyrant hears, | 
Nor mends his pace, but ſlumbers on, 
Da Capo. 


— 
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8 the tedious hours beguiling, 
I with Daphne fondly toy, 

Heaven throughout her aſpe& ſmiling, 
Big with unexhauſted joy! 

Soft content and love united, 
Wake each feeling into bliſs; 

Thus employ'd, and thus delighted 
Rapture breathes in ev'ry kiſs. 


What are then the boaſted treaſures, 
Pomp or pride of erring man! 
Rich in nature's choiceſt pleaſures, 

To enjoy is all our plan. 


"ICY we 3 


JE PERSE A Vous. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, at Vauxhall. 
]5 penſe a vous—where'er I ſtray, 
While ſorrow marks my lonely way; 
The ſports of 1 Fg I view. 
1 
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Alone I ſigh and think of you, 
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Ah! why in abſence do I mourn, 
W hy vainly wiſh for your return; 
While tranſient pleaſure you purſue, 
Alone I figh and think of you, 
Fi e penſe a i, 
Come then to chear our native plain, 
Return to bleſs a conſtant ſwain; 
With love reward a love ſo true, 
O think of him who thinks of you. 
Je penſe à Vous 
>————— di 
Song by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


HEN here's to thee 'Tom, and now here's to 
| thee, Will, | 
Since we're met let us ſing, and let's merrily quaff; 
The bottle and bowl ſha'nt a moment ſtand till; 

Who knows when _ we thus gaily may laugh: 
This day is our own, be the day without ſorrow, 
For life, my brave boys, may be over to-morrow, 
Whate'er you intend, or to do or to ſay, 

Make ſure of the preſent, and all will go right, 
For he who has liv'd as he ought all the day, 

May ſleep with content on his pillow at night. 
Make ſure of to-day that the next mayn't be ſorrow, 
Since life, my brave boys, may be over to-morrow. 
Ye lovers who're young, and more ſo who are old, 

Neglect not a moment to make the fair kind; 

For love has got wings, and your girls may be cold, 

If to-day you can't get them to be of your mind, 
If you loſe but an hour, it may be to your ſorrow, 
Love and life, may brave boys, may be over to-morrow, 
Then truſt not to-morrow, to-morrow's not here, 
To-. day is the ſeaſon for buſineſs or play; 

Who've not loſt their time, can have nothing to fear, 

Who thinking of to-morrow are loſing to-day. 
Now, now is our own, nought of time let us borrow, 
Let us live as if life ſhould be over to-morrow, 4 
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Sung by Mrs. Iliff, at Vauxhall, 
HEN rural lads and laſſes gay 


Proclaim'd the birth of roſy May, 
When round the May-pole on the Green 


The ruſtic dancers all are ſeen ; 


*Twas there young Jocky met my view, 


His like before I never knew ; 
He pip'd ſo ſweet and dane d ſo gay, 
Alas! he danc'd my heart away. 


At eve when cakes and ale went round, 
He plac'd him next me on the ground ; 
With harmleſs mirth and pleaſing jeſt, 
He ſhone more bright than all the reſt : 
He talk'd of love and preſs'd my hand, 
Ah! who could ſuch a youth withſtand ? 
Well pleas'd I heard what he could ſay, 
Alas! he talk'd my heart away. 
And he pip'd ſo ſweet, &c. F 


He often heav'd a tender ſigh, 
While rapture ſparkled in his eye ; 
So winning was his face and air, 
It might the coldeſt breaſt enſnare : 
But when he aſk'd me for his bride, 
I promis'd ſoon, and ſoon comply'd ; 
t nymph on earth could ſay him nay? 
His charms muſt fteal all hearts away. 
And he pip'd ſo ſweet, &c, 


— 


Sung by Mr. Incledon, at Vauxhall. 


Y love for Maria when firſt I made known, 

And ſigh'd— that her heart was as hard as a 
ſtone, 

Young Colin who rambles from fair unto fair, 

Made a jeſt of my grief and laugh'd at my care ; 

He ſaid that ſuch beauty delighted to vex, 

And faith I believe 'tis the * of the ſex. 


One 
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One day as I rang'd thro” the eglantine grove, 

A garland I wove and preſented my love; 

The liltes fo fair and the roſes ſweet grace, 

Were emblems, I faid, of her beautiful face; 

Yet ſhe ſcatter'd them all my fond heart to perplex, 
But tis fo with them all—'tis the way of the ſex, 


To the Temple of Hymen I offer'd to go, 

She ſmil'd when I ſpoke, and ſhe did not ſay no; 
J ſeiz'd her ſoft hand and I made her my bride, 
She now is my joy, my delight, and my pride: 
No vixen ſhe proves, nor my mind will perplex, 
She is conſtant and kind—'tis the way of the ſex. 


Jz vous AME DE TOUT MON COEUR, 
Sung by Miſs Birtles, at Fauxhall, 


OUNG William was a wealthy ſwain, 
Who ſtrove my ſimple heart to gain 
Full oft with ſighs my hand he preſt, 
And vow'd ſweet peace had left his breaſt ; 
And while with tears his eyes ran o'er, 
Cry'd, Fe wous ame de tout mon Cœur. 


Ah! ſurely, gentle youth, I cry'd, 

Vou would not take me for your bride; 

A ruſtic laſs untaught, unknown, 

With nought that the can call her own : 
Sweet maid, he cry'd, thy doubts give or, 
For Je wons ame de tout mon Cnr. 


Alas! faid I, but ſhould I leave 

My mother, ſhe would ſurely grieve ; 
For ſhe's as poor as poor can be, 

With no ſupport, no friend but me. 
For her, he cry'd, I've wealth in ſtore, 
Oh! Te wous ame de tout mon Cœur. 
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My wealth, my ſoul, ſaid he, are thine, 
Then let's away to Hymen's ſhrine; 

I bluſh'd conſent, to church we went, 
And though, long ſince, I don't repent; 
For William chcars each riſing hour 
With Je vous ame de tout mon Cour, 


— 
— cd 


Ro N DO. Sung by Miſs Poole, at Lanaball. 


H! Innocence, celeſtial maid, 
Dire& my artleſs way, 
While guided by thy truth and aid, 


My thoughts can never ſtray. 


If life's gay ſcenes ſhould lure my mind, 
And you my youth forſake; 
y eager thoughts thus unconfin'd, 
'The ſteps of folly take, 


Oh! Innocence, celeſtial maid, 
Direct my artleſs way, 

While guided by thy truth and aid, 
My thoughts can never ſtray. 


Yet if my heart ſhould thus incline 
To quit its gay retreat, 

I'll bow to virtue's holy ſhrine, 
And there the refuge meet. 


Oh! Innocence, celeſt ial maid, 
Direct my artleſs way; 

While guided by thy truth and aid, 
My thoughts can never ſtray. 


Sung by Mrs, Stuart, at Vauxhall. 


OVE, thou ſource of ev'ry joy, 
Beauteous, chearful, ſocial boy, 
Fxert thy ſkill, thy rights maintain, 
Aud baniſh ſorrow, * pain. 
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From Love the greateſt bleſſings flow, 

It forms our bliſs, it ſoothes our woe; 
While jaundic'd eyes aad pallid frame 
Mark thoſe who bow not at the name, 


The world a deſart ſtill had prov'd, 
Had not the beſt of paſſions mov'd 
'The dormant ſoul ; then ſcience ſmil'd, 
And bliſs from Chaos tun'd the mind. 


— — — 


Song in The Strangert at Home. 


— up to London firſt I came, 
An aukward country booby, 

I gap'd and ftar'd, and did the ſame 
As ev'ry other looby. 

With countenance demurely ſet, 

1 doff'd my hat to all I met, 
With—** Zir, your humble ſervant”? 


Alas! too ſoon I got a wife; 
And proud of ſuch a blefling, 
The joy and buſineſs of my life 
Was kiſſing and careſſing. 
Twas „ charmer! ſweeting! duck, and dove!” 


And I, ofer head and ears in love, 


Was Cupid's humble ſervant. 


© But when the honey- moon was paſt, 
« Adieu to tender ſpeeches! 

% Ma'am lov'd quadiille, and loſt too faſt, 
« I ſwore I'd wear the breeches. 

« T ſtorm in vain—reſtraint ſhe hates: 

6 Adieu! (ſhe cries) —the party waits 
« My dear, your humble ſervant!” 

She's gone, poor girl! and in my cot, 
With friend and bottle ſmiling, 


I'd envy not a higher lot, 
The tedious hours beguiling : 


1 
I 


Tt 


To 


* 


THE BULL. TTN CR. 217 


If care peeps in, I'm buſy then, 


I nod—defire he'll call again, 
And am his humble ſervant. 


Since life's a jeſt, as wiſe ones ſay, 
'Tis beſt employ'd in laughing; 
And come what frowning cares they may, 
My antidote is quaffing: X 
I'm ever jovial, gay, and free, 
For this is my philoſophy ; 
And ſo—your humble ſervant. 


Song by Mr, Bowden, in Robin Hood, 
HARMING Clorinda! ev'ry note 
You breathe theſe woods among, 
Shall move my grateful tongue, 
Swelling my ardent throat, 
Homage devout to pay— . 
Love harmonize the lay, 
And ſoothe her with the ſong! 


Should ſhe, bewilder'd, chance to ſtray, 
Ye ſongſters, near your grove, | 
To her your notes belong; 
My ſoul its ſenſe ſhall 1 
My voice its powers diſpla 


Love harmonize the lay, 


And ſoothe her with the ſong 7 


— —— — 


SWEET ROBINXZETTE. Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


WEET, ſweet Robinette, all ſhepherds declare, 
They never yet ſaw ſo enchanting a fair; 
The ſwains all admire her, no mortal as yet 
Has e'er ſeen a girl like my ſweet Robinette. 


Her 
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Her eyes they would melt you, her cheeks they diſ- 


- cloſe 
The beautiful tint of the pale bluſhing roſe; 
The nymphs, full of envy, do nothing but fret, 
To ſee all the ſwains figh for ſweet Robinette. 


All nature ſeems pleas'd, as ſhe trips it along, 

Her ſmiles make the lark ſwell his rapturous ſong ; 
The ſhepherds their cares and their labour forget, 
To gaze on the charms of my ſweet Robinette. 


So gentle her manners, they ſoften the ſage, 


She's the May-day of youth, and the ſummer of age; 


T love her, adore her—Tl venture a bet, 
You ne'er ſaw a girl like my ſweet Robinette. 


2 


Song by Mrs. Kemble, in Inkle and Yarice, 


9 the chace of day is done, 
And the ſhaggy lion's ſkin, 

Which for us our warriors win, 
Decks our cell at ſet of ſun, 

Worn with toil, with ſleep oppreſt, 

J preſs my moſſy bed, and ſinł to reſt. 


Then, once more, I ſee our train, 
With all our chace renew'd again: 
Once more 'tis day, 
Once more our prey 
Gnaſhes his angry teeth, and foams in vain. 
Again, in ſullen haſte, he flies, 
Ta'en in the toil, again he lies, 
Again he roars, and in my ſlumbers dies. 


Mar1a. Compoſed by Mr. Moulds, 


2 WAS near a thicket's calm retreat, 
Under a poplar tree, 

Maria choſe her wretched ſeat, 

To mourn her ſorows free; 


Her 
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Her lovely form was ſweet to view, 
As dawn at opening day, 

But, ah! ſhe mourn'd, her love not true, 
And wept her cares away, 


The brook flow'd gently at her feet, 
In murmurs ſmooth along ; 

Her pipe, which once ſhe tun'd moſt ſweet, 
Had now forgot its ſong: 

No more to charm the vale ſhe tries; 
For grief has fill'd her breaſt; 

Thoſe joys which once ſhe 1s'd to prize— 
But love has robb'd her reſt. 


Poor hapleſs maid! who can behold 
Thy ſorrows ſo ſevere, 

And hear thy love- lorn ſtory told, 
Without a f. Jing tear: 

Maria, tuckleſs maid! adieu, 
Thy ſorrows ſoon muſt ceaſe, 

For Heaven will take a maid ſo true 
To everlaſting peace. 


— — 
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Sung at the Royalty Theatre. 


HE Britiſh ſailor ploughs the ſeas, 
Nor fears th” 58 thom'd deep, 
He ſcorns the landmen's ſlothful eaſe, 
And guards them while they ſleep. 

Though ſtorms ariſe in dreadful i ire, 
And lightnings flaſh their vivid fire, 
When foes invade, with eager heart and hand, 

He braves the world to fave his native land, 


Ihe ſhip now riſes to the ſkies, 
Now finks in depths below ; 
With heart intrepid ſtill he flies, 

To meet the deſtin'd foe; 


My grofler ſenſe of love refine : # 
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And while the cruel fight prevails, 
With death and courage he aſſails; 


Nor heeds their fire! but at his chief's command, 


Braves all the world to ſave his native land. 


The chain-ſhots whiſtle to and fro, 
A broadſide ſeals their fate; 
Their hull. is ſhatter'd, down they go, 
And = quarter,” cry too late; 
'Then as he ſces the briny flood, 
All crimſon'd o'er with human blood, 
His heart relents, ſwift to his boat he flies, 


And braves the ſeas to ſave his enemies. 


2 Song by Mr. Bowden, in Robin Hood. 
WIN gen' rous wine expands the ſoul,, 

How pleaſure hovers round the bowl; 
Avaunt ye cares of Fancy's crew, 


And give the guilty wretch his due; 


But let the juice of ſparkling wine — 


As Jove his nectar drinks above, ( 
I'll quaff whole goblets full of love. 


Then why ſhould I at life repine; "RES 
Bring me Venus, bring me wine, | 
Fill the over-flowing bowl, 

In circles gay, and pleaſures roll,. 

Ever open, ever free, 

Hail, thou friend to jollity! 

My brows with Bacchus” chaplets crown'd, 
I'll ive to love=—my cares are drown'd,. 
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THE END, 
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